Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 




1051 3K 



Z?ro ^. 




60005061 3K 



Z'iCO l- S^-jC 



{ 1 



THE 



WORKS 



OP 



PETER PINDAR, ESQ 



TO WHICH ARE PREnXBD 



MEMOIRS OF THE AUTHOR'S LIFE. 



A NEW EDITION, 

REVISED AND CORRECTED; 

WITH A COPIOUS INDEX. 



IN FIVE VOLUMES. 



VOL. V. 



LONDON: 

PRINTED FOR J. WALKER, O. WILKIB AND J.ROBINSON, 
Q, BOBINSONi PATERNOSTER-ROW; AND O. OOULDINO 
AND CO. 80HO-8QUARB. 

181S. 



i ^ 



-> ^ vJ 






Finnted bj S. HnQm, Wtfbddg*. 




CONTENTS. 



1« TEARS AND SMILES 1 

5. EPISTLE TO COUNT RUMFORD • IfT 

a. THE ISLAND OF INNOCENCE X^ 

4 GREAT CRT AND LITTLE WOOL • 159 

& EPISTLE TO THE LORD-lfAYOR fOl 

6. THE HORRORS OF BRIBERY til 

7. TRISTIA, OR THE SORROWS OF PETER ISl 

8. ONE MORE PEEP AT THE ROYAL ACADEMY M7 

9. EPISTLES TO MRS. CLARKE 988 

10. CARLTON-HOUSE FETE 407 

11. INDEX ••••.... 4S1 



( 



TEARS AND SMILES; 



MISCELLANEOUS COLLECTION 



ow 



POEMS. 



Omnt Aristippini decoit color.— —Hokaob. 



VOI-. V. 



4 9 



JULIA; 



om, 
THE VICTIM OF LOVE: 

A PASTORAL BALLAD. 



lUa imhi Mncfa erf; tUnw domi tepukhroj 

Ei flMMfcfodv mei» teria^ fermm facrymtf. Tibullcs. 

From, mtmefry nooglit aMl Ibree her form away. 

For ever mcred and for ever dear : 
ru seek ber tomb at mora and closn^ daj, 

/iad wet each flower I oAbr witli a tear. 



She is dead, who gate life to the grores ; 

And tovers our valley with gloom : 
She who led all the Pleasures and Loves, 

Now joins the pale band of the tomb. 

She whose beauty oommanded the heart, 
So praised, so adored, to desired ; 

Sunk, the innocent victim of art, 
And the paswrn her beauty inspifed. 

Bf 



4 JULIA; OR, 

Yet silent was she on the Swain 

Whose cruelty doom'd her to mourn : 

In secret her soul would compldn, 
In secret her anguish would burn. 

Though faint was the blush on her cheek. 
And deep in her bosom the thorn ; 

A Smile midst her sorrows would break, 
Like a Ray through the clouds of the mom. 

She would sit near yon willow and sigh. 
And pant in the shade of the trees : 

'' Sweet Zephyr, bring health," she would cry ; 
Bat Health never came with the breeze. 

And oft she would drink of the brook, 
But Health never came with the rill ; 

Then around on the heights she would look. 
But Health never came to the hill. 

On her Dog she looked down with a tear. 
And sidled, as she patted his head, 

<' Poor Fiddle ! thou wilt suflfer, I fear, 
When thy Mbkess, who loves thee, b dead. 
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THE VICTIM OF LOVE. S 

^^ Thau hast ever been constant and kind ; 

My fondness ne'er met with a slight ; 
In thee a firm friendship I find ; 

How unhappy when out of my sight i 

'' When with speed I could travel the plain, 
With thy Mistress to sport was thy pride ; 

And now I am weak and in pain, 
Thou art heartless and dull by my side. 

" When I'm gone, thou, poor fellow, wilt pine, 

And seek me, uneasy, around ; 
Beseeching the Swains, with a whine. 

To tell where thy Friend may be found. 

'^ Shouldst thou find my cold dwelling at last, 
Near my sod thou wilt mope the long day : 
Nor the night, nor the rain, nor the blast, 

» 

Nay, nor hunger, will force thee away." — 

Thus she spoke to her Favourite, whose eyes 

Were fix'd upon those of the Maid : 
Hien he lick'd her fond hand at her sighs, 

As if conscious of all she had said. 



f JULIA > or; : 

Sweet Nymphj whit a suddcD decay r 
Noii^ her limbs she could scarody sustain ; 

Now her Head would sink feebly away^ 
like the Lily press'd down by the rain. 

At length on her pillow she fell ; 

In silence we watch'd her last breath : 
When she bade us for ever felnewelli 

How divine, though the whisper of Death 1 

No struggle in dying she kn^w. 

Life passed with such sweetness away : 

(So calm from the world she withdrew, 
Her last Sigh seem*d the Zephyr of May. 

Beneath Wiplain stone she is laid, 
For needless of praise is the tale ; 

Since the virtues that shone in the Maid^ 
May be seen in the tears of the vale. 





THE TICTIli OP LOVE. 



TO *# HB ^MAlDER. 

Thb unfoittiiiate tat>jik:t of thS^ Bl^c Bdllad wsus a Voong ledj, 
possessed of tmoommon beauty, united with a highly cultivated 
intellect, ana the mdsf finsdnating manners. A tender attach* 
inent, temdnaiifig iil disaptiointmeni, so a^ected iier Spirits ka to 
occasion a &tai dMKn^ Her Utftti ftotix Hfhim prdfMbns 6f 
P^;ard she ezpebled etery happiness, deserted her altnort Iih the 
hour of leading her to the Hymeneal altar: deluded by the idea of 
immense riches, hk gave his hand to anoiher ; dms te ih rm cing 
peace, honmir> and humanity^ at the tinsel shrine of' Fortune. 
His marriage, as might be expected, commencing with infamy, 
terminated in aonow, and shortened a life that seemed to ponncfMi 
a claim to longevity. His last hours were those of repentance 
andlwrror : before his death iie frequently visited the grave of bis 
beloved but desexted Julia, aqd strewed flowers, mioglfd with 
sighs, on her sod 3 and, if a long and unfeigned contrition might 
be allowed to aume ibr "the insanity of a moment, his tears miisi 
haoe obliterated htf odbnices. Naturally d a poetical turn, he 
wrote a number of what he modestly called his hoe tr^Ui, and sent 
occasionally tb hiA Mitftrtts during the paroiiysm of his passiofis 
some of whidi we have subjoined, that s^edi to breathe a spirit of 
rinoerity, vrfaose Urandation one would imagine bonld mhrer hibre 
been shaken by the liable arm of a puerile ssnhitioB. 
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ELEGY I. 

He dopabB of obtimiiig tiie Sinflei of fail MirtKH* 

What are the Thunders of the ruthless wind ? 

And what the Billows that tumultuous roll? 
CiUmSf to the ragmg tempest of my mind : 

RittSj to the restless surges of my souL 

Intent to please, I vainly urge my toil ; 

No hopes, alas ! the Virgin's looks impart : 
Oh tell me, Julia, what can win thy smile ; 

Oh speak, and heave the mountain from my heart. 

What can I do to win a cruel Maid ? 

The front of Danger willing would I brave : 
No coward terror can this heart invade; 
. Whose chiefest glory is, to be &y slave. 

Fate holds no horror while I please my Fair -, 
Then, Julia, bid me my fond passion prove ; 

All, all thy r^ur can command I dare. 
But lose thine image, and forget to love. 
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ELEGY n. 

Instctd of eompotini^ ibr Fune, he resohet to write the Pniiet of Jofie. 

No more 111 idly pour the Line for praise : 
Far loftier hopes my glowing fiwcy move ; 

I ask the Muses for their sweetest Lays, 
To tell a beauteous Maid how much I Uroe. 

Vain are our vows to Fame ; alas, how vain ! 

She waits to see us on the mournful bier ; 
Before she yields of eulogy the strain, 

What cruel mockery to the lifeless ear ! 

To Julia's hand, I own, my wish aspires : 
Mean are my merits ; hers^ how far above ! 

Yet can I boast what only she requires ; 
A heart to guard her, and a soul to love. 

Though Courts admired, the modest Julia chose 
The silent shade, remote firom public view : 

How like the Berry that in secret glows, 
And hides beneath a leaf its blusl^l hue \ 



10 JUUA; on. 

Tew are the wisbes of the constant Pair : 

What thon^ no gold thdr humble cot displays? 

Contenty thdr goest, tiiu4 cries ivith careless air, 
*^ Go, letLve us, Wealth, and palaces emblaze.'* 



In rural bowers Content delfts to dtrell; 

To cull the sweets of Nature's simple vale ; 
To woo the Hermk in the mossy cell. 

And join the Nymphs and Shepherds of the dale. 

To Fortune's tinsel shrine let others bow, 
And to their wishes rear tiie golden pile ; 

To (me £Bur Vir^ while I breathe my tow, 
And let my only treasure be her sndle. 



ELEGY m. 



H« eoBulBBi of JalM not ktcfing her AppoiBtment to anel boB. 



What Demons keep my Soul's Del^it away, 
And cnid thus my-fendedt wish invade? 

Alas ! I tremble at the setting ray ; 
Pale evening waves around an envious shada 



THE VICTIM or LOVE. 1 1 

How expectation loads th' important hour I 
Impatience wilder with each moment grows. 

Thou loitering Fair-one^ bless th' appointed bow'r, 
And snatch thy Lover from a thousand woes. 

From vale to vale my eager g^ie I strain ; 

From glade to glide with tvild emotion move ; 
Now turn and sigh, now move and turn again. 

Devour each sounds and chide my lingering Lofe. 

Desponding, now open the ground I lic^ 
And, anxious, murmur to the desert air ; 

Now call on slumber to my closing eye ; 
But slumber lights not on the lids of care. 

Dark as the bosom of the stormy Deep, 
Wild as its Waves, my Thou^ts succeeding roll. 

Cool reason vainly Soothes the Wretch to deep : 
Oh ! what is reason to the love-sick soul ? 

Ye sweet Companions of my lonely bow'r. 
Whose simple melodies my shades inspire, 

Oh that my bosom felt your happy hour ! 
Oh that mv voice could join vour cheerful choir ! 



12 JULIA; OR, 

Light as your wing that skims the midway sky, 
From joy to joy my Heart so lately flew : 

With me my moments never left a sigh, 
Nor bathed my lids in sorrow's baleful dew. 

Hate to the Nymph I vow, and cold disdain : 
Yet, at each idle sound, alarm'd I start ; 

To meet her, panting, every nerve I strain. 
And show too plam her triumph o'er my heart 

Where is my Love? Alas ! my transports die : 
My cheek, that redden'd with despair, turns pale ; 

With disappointment drops my clouded eye ; 
Each pining fisature tells a mournful tale. 

See, see, the Sun descends beneath the deep ; 

Behold the melancholy Bird of Night ! — 
I9 vain along the windmg gloom I weep. 

And wish in vain to stay the parting light 
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ELEGY IV. 



I>iM^>poilltod at not meetiiig Join, he accnies her of Inoonituicj. 



Faint as the lustre of a lonely Star, 

That sheds through nighf s abyss his distant fire, 
Hope feebly glimmer'd on my heart's despair : 

Behold, behold, at length her lamp expire ! 

Know, lovely Virpn, thy deluding art 

Hath lodged a thousand scorpions in my breast 

Oh say, what happier Rival wins thy heart ? 
Say, am / th^re no more a welcome guest ? 

To ^ false Fair-one have I told my tale ? 

For 9ifaht Fair-one fondly sigh'd so long ? — 
Why, dear Deceiver, did thy charms prevail ? 

Thy charms the subject of my every song. 

Ye Swains who heard so oft my raptured Lays, 
False is the Damsel that your woiider drew : 

Ye Nymphs who listened to the lavished praise, 
My soul's soft Idol proves at length untrue. 



14 JULIA; OR, "^ 

Nymphs of the vale, for me your pity spare ; 

Let not my fiite, ye Swains, your pity draw : 
Alas ! for faithless Beauty drop the tear, 

And grieve so fair a Diamond holds a flaw. 

Can Falsehood's stain that doye*Uka heart defile ? 

Ab| see the tear by blushing Honour sheet \ 
Lurks perfidy beneath that heavenly ^ipile ? 

See Love with horror mark the guil^ Maid ! 

Yet, yet the Tyrant of my Breast she reigns ; 

Restless for htr it heaves with constant si^ : 
My wounded heart of cruelty complains, 

Yet softly pleads her pardon while it dies. 



■■ * » 



ELEGY V. 

He condeniiM the licentioUMieM of the Age. 

To false delights the Youth of Britain fly : 
They foiirt for happiness the Wanton's arms, 

Who (inrtii on nU the fond inflaming eye. 
And vhoU'ekJMi ytddi to nllj for gold, her charms. 




THE VfCTIM OF LOVE. IS 

m 

When in the Syren's £Diid embraoe you sigh, 
And on her lip impress the burning kiss^ 

Doth Friendship mingle with th' unhallowed joy, 
Or Love's pure spirit swell the surge of bliss ? 

When droops enjoyment, what is then the Fair ? 

A Flower that blooms, but quickly doom'd to fade ; 
A Sun that pours a momentary glare, 

And 'mid the tempest sinks o'erwhelm'd in shade. 

h 

O Swains I to Modesty's iair daughters (mm ; 

By mental beauty let yoivr honxtfi l^ 1^ ; 
Bid by your flight ti» venal FaiivoQe.QHHifnf 

And press in tears her solitary bed. 

When round your neck her fondling arms she glues, 
And, bent to please, exhausts eadi winning art ; 

With fidse delights she shamefully subdues, 
And leads the passions captive, not the heart. 

Their midnight orglas w^ile theji m^dly )iqL^, 
/ of a tender Mm<) 31)^ be^ pos|S(;»t ; 

What bliss her \m^ V^W^iKf V^ ^old^ 
And soolh my slfupben Qp, h^ ff^t))ii4 t^roast ! 
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Tune from her bosom all its snows may steal, 
His iron hand her cheek's pure blash invade ; 

Still to my Julia will I fondly kneel, 

And love her tnaat when all her roses fade. 

Who spurns the weeping Fair-one from his breast, 
Hard is his heart, in every virtue poor : 

Hard is his heart to wound the Fair distrest, 
Who sighs that she can charm his eye no more. 

Cruel, to bid with grief her bosom heave, 
Because her cheek no longer glowing warms : 

Base, to forget the joys her beauty gave ; 
And oh, forget it frtded in his arms 1 



SONG. 

From her whose every Smile is Love, 
I haste to some far-distant cell : 

My sighs too weak the Maid to inove, 
I bid the flatterer Hope farewell. 

Yet, as I quit her vale, my sighs 
At every step for Julia mourn ; 

My anxious heart within me dies, 
And panting whispers '* Oh ! rebim." 
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Deluded heart ! thy folly know, 

Nor fondly nurse a fatal flame : 
By absence thou wilt lose thy woe. 

And ov^y flutter at her name. 



SONG. 

O Summer, thy presence gives warmth to the vale ; 

The song of the Warbler enlivens the grove ; 
The. pipe of tiie Shepherd too gladdens the gale : 

Alas ! but I hear not the voice of my Love. 

The lilies appear in their fairest array ; 

To the valleys the woodbines a fragrance impart ; 
The roses the pride of their blushes display : 

Alas ! but I meet not the Nymph of my heart. 

Go, Shepherds, and bring the sweet Wanderer here, 
The boast of her sex, and delight of the Swains. 

Go, Zephyr, and whisper this truth in her ear, 
''That the Pleasures with Julia are fled from the 
plains." 

If thus to the Maid thou my wishes declare. 
To the cot she has left she will quickly return : 

Too soft is her bosom to give us despair. 
That sooner would sigh than (mother's should mourn. 

VOL. V. ^ 



IS JULIA; OR, 



Song. 



ON JULIA. 



Ere witchmg Love my heart possest. 
And bade my sighs the Nymph pursue ; 

Calm as the Infant's smiling rest, 
No anxious hope nor fear it knew. 

But doom'd, ah ! doom'd at last to mourn. 
What tumults in that Heart arose ! 

An Ocean, tumbling, wild^ and torn 
By tempests from its deep repose. 

Yet let me not the Virgin blame, 

As though she wish'd my heart despair : 

How could the Maid suspect a flame, 
Who neyer knew that she wasyotr f 



TO JUUA. 

From her whom every heart must lov€, 
And every eye with wonder see ; 

My sad, my lifeless steps remove : 
Ab, w^re she £ur fdow fQr m$ I 



THE VICTIM OF LOVE. 19 

In vain to solitudes I fly, 

To bid her Form from memory part : 
That Form still dwells on Memory's eye, 

And roots its beauties in my heart 

In every rose that decks the vales, 
I see her cheek's pure blush appear; 

And when the lark the morning hails, 
'Tis Julia's voice salutes 'my ear. 

Thus, let me rove the World around, 
Whatever Beauty's charm can boast. 

Or sooth the soul with sweetest sound. 
Must paint the Idol I have lost. 



SONG. 



BY JULIA. 



When Love hath charm'd the Virgin's ear, 
She hides the tender thought in vain : 

How oft a blush, a sigh, a tear, 
Betrays the sweetiy anxious pain ! 

cS 
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Dear Youth, a mutual flame I own : 
The sorrows of thy breast are mine ; 

Thy virtues all my heart have won, 
That boasts a passion pure as thine. 

No more shalt thou my coldness mourn : 
I trust the drop that dims thine eye ; 

I see fair Truth thy lips adorn, 
And hear her voice in every sigh. 



TO JULIA. 



WBITTBN NBAR BBR OBAVB. 



Much-injured Maid, who liest pale below. 
To thee a pilgrim sad I steal away ; 

In mournful silence steal, o'erpower'd with woe, 
To bathe with floods of penitence thy clay. 

Oh ! can thy g^tle Ghost the wretch forj^ve, 
Who seeks thy sod at this lone hour of night : 

A wretch whose greatest hardship is to live; 
Wh0| dead to pleasure, sickens at the li^t^ 
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Oh ! if my grief could sooth the sweetest Shade, 
And pardon gain, which Justice must deny ; 

Near Julia's ashes should this form be laid: 
Its crimes forgotten, then what bliss to die ! 

Tired of the World, my heart no longer prays 
(What others covet) for extended years ; 

For who would madly court a length of days, 
To count, alas ! the moments by his tears f 



ELEGY. 

TO JULIA. 

Detidiied in Itily by contury Winds, he ezpreifet his ardent Desire of sail- 
ing for Eng^Uuid. 

Far from my Julia's arms I lonely sigh. 
And wish to clasp thy beauties, but in vain : 

The surly Winds my only wish deny ; 

Yet would I dare the dangers of the main. 

Ye Winds and Waves, how cruel to combine ! 

Oh let my prayers your rude rude pity prove ! 
Think of the gloomy moments that are mine : 

Alas ! ye know not what it is to love. 
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To stately structures now I urge my way, 
And weakly think the minutes to beguile ; 

But anxious Love will not be led astray : 
Love goads my bosom for the Virgin s smile. 

Now, where the Painter shows his mimic art, 
I strive to free my soul from Love's alarms : 

Lo, every Venus but augments my smart, 
And to my view presents thy brighter charms ! 

To Music now fatigued I yield my ear, 
But Music cannot the dull hours control ; 

With cold indiflference every chord I hear. 
While not a sound descends into my sotd. 

ft 

Oft as I mark the Tribes of Air, I cry, 

'^ How with your pinions would I mount the wihid! 
Oh ! with what rapture, lifted, cleave the sky. 

And, turned td Britain, leave my cares behind !*' 

In wishes thus, I daily waste my breath, 
Chained by the tempest to this hated shore. — 

When shall I leave, alas ! this land of death, 
For life and thee ; to part, my Love, no more ? 
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ELEGY. 

To t FUend, deKribiog the Honon of Mi Sitoation after the Death of 

Jnfia. 

Friend of my bosom, all my joys are o'er ; 

Peace, gentle Peace, alas ! no longer mine : 
Since Julia, once my idol, lives no more, 

To gloom and solitude I steal to pine. 

There, as 1 sit upon the sod, and sigh, 
I hear reproof from every happy Dove : 

In Fancy's ear they cooing seem to cry, 
** We know not of inconstancy in love.** 

Lo, darkness, tenfold darkness, suits my soul ! 

The hatmts of Spectres let me court, to weep ; 
The beach where black with fate the billows roll. 

And tempests raise the thunders of the deep. 

Thou tellest me that Time a balm will bring. 
Sooth every sigh, and calm my keenest woes. — 

Go, seek in Winter's wild the blooms of Spring ; 
Go, whisper to the restless surge repose. 
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Love, injured Love, a sure revenge can boast ; 

Love hears my groan, and mocks my soul's despair : 
'* Bleed, victim, bleed,*' he cries, " thy all is lost ; 

Such be their portion who deceive the Fair !" 

I thought that Grandeur with a liberal hand 

Could strew my path of life with sweetest flow*rs ; 

That Wealth omnipotent could Time command. 
And from his pinions pluck his whitest hours. 

Constant in Memory's eye her form appears : 
Where'er I tread, a source of woe I find ; 

In every rill methinks I see her tearSy 
And hear her sigh in every passing wind. 

What now remains, my horrors to beguile? 

Away ye dreams of grandeur, wealth, away ; 
Who cannot give my cheek one litde smile. 

Nor bribe a single moment to be gay ! 
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A LEGENDARY TALE. 



I TRY f excels in Legendary Tale, 

The Lady, Genileman, and ilftM, of Rbymei 
In vain, alas I My creeping efforts fail ; 

F^, ftr nneqaal to their inarch fif6ltiiie. 



CANTO I. 



^' Turk, Fanner, turn thy horse's head, 
And taste my ale so bright,^' 

Cried Boniface, whose sign displayed 
The Lion in his might 

Yet how unlike the Royal Beast, 
Who for his phiz ne'er sat ! 

Wherefore deriding tongues did call 
The sign, the Old Red Cat 



« 
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Yea, much unlike indeed was it : 
Jove's Eagle, and a Gander ; 

MathiaSy and the tuneful Pope ; 
Lord RoUe, and Alexander. 

^' Who boasts such ale?" quoth Boniface; 

^^ No Landlord that draws breath. 
A ^lon I could faffly drink, 

Even in the pangs of death." 

Young Orson from his horse leap'd off, 
And shook the Landlord's hand ; 

Then sought a room to taste this ale. 
The best in all the land* 

The Landlord had a red round Face, 
Which some folks said, in fun, 

Resembled hia Red Lion's Phis ; 
And some, the Rising Sun. 

Large Slices from his cheeks and chin. 
Like Beef-steaks, one might cut: 

And then his Paunch, for goodly aiae, 
Beat any Brewer's Butt 
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This Landlord was a boozer stoat, 

A snufF-taker, and smoker } 
And 'twixt his eyes a Nose did shine, 

Bright as a red-hot Pokei^. 

Were gunpowder put oil his snout, 
* No flint it would requite, 
And steel, to make the ssdble grains 
Flash off in sudden fire. 

Thus when we see a nose so red, 

It is as day-light clear, 
That ruby nose is not maintain'd 

On water at imaU beer. 

Young Orson waa a comely Youth, 

Stout as an oaken tree : 
A farm he had in Taunton Vale, 

And money too had he^ 

Whene'er he spied a buxom Last) 

His chops began to water ) 
And, as the Kit^sl <m PigeOdb poado6. 

The rogue was sure to patte her. 
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But he his neck to wedlock's yoke 

Would not consent to bow. 
Quoth he, " The man who milk can buy, 

Should never keep a cow." 

Of lovely Maids at least a score 

Did rue his wanton tricks ; 
A mournful band, a sable list, 

Like Moles between cleft sticks- 

Now at the table Boniface 

And Orson sat them both, 
While 'twixt the twain a pewter-pot 

Did mantling foam with froth. 

Now Orson raised the pewter pot, 

And blew the froth away ; 
And, having drunk, he smack'd his lips, 

And cheerily did say: 

" Old Boniface, thouVt in the right; 

Thy taste is sound enough : 
I wish my cellar now could boast 

A tun of such rare stuff.'' 
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Sweet Ellen gave the pot ivith hands 

That might with thousands vie ; 
Her Face, like Veal, was white and red, 

And sparkling was her eye : — 

Her Shape the Poplar's easy form, 

Her Neck the Lily's white, 
Soft heaving, like the summer Wave, 

And lifting rich delight ; 

And o'er this neck of globe-like mould. 

In ringlets waved her hair : 
Ah, what sweet contr^t for the eye, 

The jetty and the fair ! 

Her Lips, like Cherries moist with dew. 

So pretty, plump, and pleasing ! 
And, like the juicy Cherry too, 

Bid seem to ask for sgueezing. 

Yet Ellen modest was withal. 

And kept her charms in order ; 
For beauty is a dangerous g^t. 

And apt to breed dborden 
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Yet what is beaaty's use, alack! 

To market can it go? 
Say, will it buy a loia of Teal, 

Or rump of berf? No, no. 

Will Butchen say, " Cboese vAtat you please, 

Mjss Nancy and Miss Betty?" 
Or Gardeners, " Take my beans and peas. 

Because ye are so pret^?" 

Too oft, alas ! a Dau^ter's charms 

Increase a Parent's cares ; 
For daughters and deadjisk, we luid. 

Were never keying wares. 

Yet spotless was this Vir^'s heart, 

Quite spodess too bo* &me ; 
And, if a Swain but kiss'd her neck. 

It showed the blush of ^uone. 

For once a saucy Oxford Youth 
Dared kiss it to a Glow ; 

How like the modest Blush of mom 
Upon a hill of snow J 
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Yet blushes are ejfue^fig scarce : 

The great folk seoro to name 'em ; 
Since Fashion, ruling with strong sway, 

Has bid all Courts dUckm 'em. 

Yes, yes ; a blusb is vastly scaree : 

Oh fie, oh fie iipon't ! 
And when it glpws, lo, Fashion calls 

The virtue, mauvaise honte ! 

Oh ! can the great for modesty 

Not care a single rush ? 
Ah, never be a British Maid 

A stranger to a bbuh! 

Ah ! who can pierce the simple heart, 

Give modesty a fear. 
Raise with rude hands the bnming blush. 

And force the pearly tear ? 

Yet thete are Demons who delight 

Her panting heart to wound. 
Darken with Sorrow's doud her eye, 

And force the groan profound. 
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Ah wanton Fashion, thou loose Dame, 

Who biddest every man see 
The charms which darkness should conceal, 

And man should ouly Janof ! 

The ancle, nay, the knee and thi^, 

Are secrett now no more : 
God bless us ! every day, of each 

A man may see a score. 

The Bishop was not in the wrong. 

But really in the right. 
Who at the Opera saw such things 

As shock'd his holy sight. 

Yet some have said, yea, loudly said, 

With many a scornful jeer: 
" A poor old wither'd blinking fool. 

What business had he there? 

" If Bishops and their Wives will leave 
Their church for wanton places, 

Tis rank hypocrisy to make 
A set of prudish faces." 



0«80» AND StLOf. 

0«l kindle high desire. 

^V'^^^^^-iles, 
"'^'«P'B"''i".dcoTOed. 

n»«.berd„.h«^«, 

Tlel„«Uto«d«„a««edle; 

'*^'^™'«">«thefa«ueheel. 
"y fxx, pipe, ^ £jjj^ 

NowOnwnwlAper'dtoluaBel^ 

With tt« ,„ce Girl ,1k, ga„ tte pot 
I'll ileep ijiis very ni^it.'' 
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O monstrous thought) O wicked wish! 

O soul-destroying sin I • : n i\ a / A 
Yet for hb soul (O graceless Youth !) 

He did not care one pin. 



Thus on the Dolphin's beauteous scaler 
The Shark he opes his jaw; 

Poor fish! whOy ere he dai^^ feels^ . 
Is in the tyrant's maw. 

Thus Spiders when th^ see a Fly, 
How Bailiff-like they Wtcb it ! > •* \ 

And ere, poor imp, he thinksof hann^^ 
The grimly rascals catch it. 




ORSOK AND ELLEN. 



CANTO n. 



Fair Ellen lived with Boni&ce, 
Nor scom'd her humble sphere ; 

And with unsullied fame she drew 
Her customers their beer. 

tiow peat was Ellen in her dress ! 

As neat as a new pin. 
By this she brou^t fiill many a pound 

To Boniface's inn. 

Thus Goldfinches, in fields well placed, 

The distadt birds engage ; 
And, by their dain^ forms and voice> 

Invite them to tlieir cage. 

And thus the Pastry-cooks should do. 
To sell their tarts and pies ; 

Put in tbdr shop some pret^ Lass, 
To book-in passing eyes : — 

For many a man, whose ^pedte 

Desires nor pie nor tart, 
May like to squeeze a rhtum mg Giri, 

And of^ fin- ber heart 



1 
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Kajr^ Milliners should do the same. 

For custom if they hope ; 
And many a trade beside should keep 

A nice tit in the shop. 

And let me own, in times cfyore. 
When Love was seldom quiet. 

But quicken'd night and day my blood. 
And bred a constant riot ; 

I bought my garters and my gloves, 

Wherever Beauty shone : 
When Ugliness was in a shop, 

I let that shop alone. 

For Beauty may be well compared, 

I tliink, unto a Hook ; 
Which, baited with a torfy-bird, 

Draws fishes from the brook.— 

Ellen was chaste as new-fieLirn Snow, 

And modest in her air ; 
Unlike some Lasses, common known 

As is a Barber's Chair. 
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Of goodly parents was she born ; 

But in disgMise did rove, 
Because a Youth to her was false : 

She left her vale for love. 

Six years she pass'd in servitude, 

At last forgot the sigh : 
Her Lover's image forced no more 

The pearl-drops from her eye. 

Yet many a month she ceas'd to smile, 

And droop'd the languid head ; 
And many a lonely walk she took, 

The secret tear to shed. 

'* Ah, happy birds T she oft would si^ 

Amid the tuneful grove ; 
** You bear no guile within your hearts, 

You break no vows of love. 

" Alas ! 'tis man alone deceives : 

He wins the witless hepurt ; 
Then meanly treads it in the dust, 

And triumphs in his art" 
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Thus in her solitary walk 
Would Ellen say and si^ ; 

And then sweet ditties she would sing, 
Of Maids for love that die : — 

For Sorrow listens with fond ear 
To Music's plaintive flow ; 

Devours the sweetly dying strain, 
And feeds on tales of woe. 

The Parish Squire, though wedded he 

Unto a Lady fair, 
Hath often at the lion stopp'd, 

On Ellen's charms to stare: — 

For married eyes, if not well tvatch'd, 

Are very apt to stray ; 
For which same Ladles give their Lords 

A kisan night and day ; — 

And very properly, I wot ; 

For eyes of married men 
Should only on one object look, 

Whereas they stare on ten. 
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A married man should winkers wett*, 

like coach-horses aod cart; 
To rule die. eyes, those squinting pimps 

That oft seduce the^heart :•*- 

For so depraved our sex, IVe known 

A man deep read in books, 
Who had a jewel of a Wife, 

Yet kiss'd his greasy cooks : — 

And, what did make it ten times worse, 

T* increase his Lady's woes, 
He kept tlie bastards of those Cooks 

All undemeatb her nose ;— -> 

Who< if she >dared to speak or weep, 

He instantly would kick her; 
And oft (to use a Devonshire phrase) 

The gentkmart^ovAd Uck her. 

Ah! Matrimony, thou art like 

To Jeremiah's Figs : 
The good were wry goo4s the bad 

Too sour to ff^ tiie pigs« 
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Now to £ur Ellen to retam. — 
The Parson of the parish, 

Although his mouth was nx>st dtwnUf 
His ofes were oft wtgarish : — 



For oft on Bonifieu^e he call'd^ 

The news to ask or tell ; 
Hoping his ale was fresh and good, 

And that his hogp were well : — 

And, were fair Ellen in the way, 

He catechised the Maid ; 
Hoping she always went to church, 

And like a Christian pray'd : — 

And gently would he squeeze her hand, 

When nobody was near ; 
And kindly pat her rosy cheek, 

With many a holy leer : — 

And when the Parson took a draught, 

He did persuade the Lass 
To wet her lovely Ups, and leave 

A kiss within the glass : — 
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For even the gravest of Divines 

To Beauty's empire yield ; 
Andy spite of all their zeal and grace, 

Old Nick hath won the field. 

Lo ! Bishop Keppel felt the charm. 

And waver'd from his duty : 
Confirming once a nice young Maid, 

He gave up God for Beauty ; 

« 

So pressed her head with amorous hand, — 

When lo, two large black pins. 
That slily lurk*d within her hair, 

Attacked him for his sins. 

Deep in his flesh they urged their way ; 

When^ starting, the Divine 
ExclaimM, ^^ God damn the head I I think 

The Girl's a porcupine'' — 

Old Snuffle too, the Parish-clerk, 

Did sometimes call for ale ; 
And knew not, when the Maid was near. 

If mUd it was or stak. 



4f ORSON AND ELLEN. 

Of spectacles that rode bis nose. 
He wmk'd through each hom'd glass ; 

And, Groat-like, lick'd fais watering lips. 
That long'd' to. buss the Lass. 

Than oW his Bible in the pew, 
Of pounds I would lay ten, 

Old Snuffle would much rather say 
O'er EUen^s lips, "Amen." 

The dullest eye can beauty see, 
lis lightning on the sight ; 

Indeed it is a general bait, 
And man (the fish) will bite. 

Now BonifiBLce talk'd of Lord RoUe, 

A Lord in fight so frisky ; 
Who made an old Dame prisoner, 

And took away her whisky : — 

And eke on travelling corpses seiz'd. 

As fierce as any Shark ; 
And bullied, like a Thunder-storm, 

The Parson and the Clerk *• 

• ActMllyiBlnlaBd,iilwi«haI«i«bliipperfQnB«dpn^ 
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And now they talk'd of Sunday sdiools. 

Once deem*d a glorious thing ; 
Praised and supported by the Great, 

Admired by Queen and King. 

But now 'gainst Sunday schools, alack, 

The Great Folk turn their faces ; 
For fear the poor, by leammg, should 

Grow wiser than their Graces. 

For no great man indeed can bear 

That man of Jaw degree 
Should read and write ; since that poor man 

May be as mse as he. 

There is a Icrfly Dame call'd Prid^ 

With corns upon her toes ; 
On which .the mobis apt to tread^ 

And very oft, God knows* 

Now this high Dame companion is 

Of Lords, and Dukes, and Kings ; 
And Duchesses, and eke of Queras, 

Indeed, and such-like things. 
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Of spectacles that rode bis nose. 
He wink'd through each hom'd glass ; 

And, Qoat-Uke, lick'd fais watering lips. 
That long'd' to. buss the Lass. 

Than o'er his Bible in the pew, 
Of pounds I would lay ten. 

Old Snuffle would much rather say 
OW Ellen's lips, "Amen." 

The dullest eye can beauty see, 
lis lightning on the sight ; 

Indeed it is a general bait, 
And man (the fish) will bite. 

Now Bomhce talk'd of Lord RoUe, 

A Lord in fight so frisky ; 
Who made an old Dame prisoner. 

And took away her whisky : — 

And eke on travelling corpses seiz'd. 

As fierce as any Shark; 
And bullied, like a Thunder-storm, 

The Parson and the Clerk \ 

• ActMllyiBlnlaBd,iilwi«haI«i«bliipperfQnB«dpn^ 
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And now they talk'd of Sunday scliools, 

Once deemM a glorious thii^ ; 
Praised and supported by the Great, 

Admired by Queen and King. 

But now 'gainst Sunday schdols, alack, 

The Great Folk turn their faces ; 
For fear the poor, by learning, should 

Grow wiser than their Graces. 

For no great wan indeed can bear 

That man of law degree 
Should read and write ; since that poor man 

May be as mse as he. 

There is a lc% Dame call'd Pride^ 

With corns upon her toes ; 
On which the mob is apt to tread^^ 

And very oft, God knows* 

Now this high Dame companion is 

Of Lords, and Dukes, and Kings ; 
And Duchesses, and eke of Queras, 

Indeed, and such-like things. 
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Of spectacles that rode bis nose. 
He wink'd through each hom'd glass ; 

And, Qoat-like, lick'd fab watering lips. 
That long'd to. buss the Lass. 

Than o'er his Bible in the pew, 
Of pounds I would lay ten, 

Old Snuffle would much rather say 
O'er Ellen's lips, "Amen/' 

The dullest eye can beauty see, 
lis lightning on the sight ; 

Indeed it is a general bait. 
And man (the fish) will bite. 

Now BonifiEu:e talk'd of Lord RoUe, 

A Lord in fight so frisky ; 
Who made an old Dame prisoner, 

And took away her whisky : — 

And eke on travelling corpses seiz'd. 

As fierce as any Shark ; 
And bullied, like a Thunder-storm, 

The Parson and the Clerk *• 

• AetadlyiBlnlaBd,iilwi«haI«i«bliipperfQnB«dpnd||^ 
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And now they talk'd of Sunday sdioob. 

Once deem'd a glorious thii^ ; 
Praised and supported by the Great, 

Admired by Queen and King. 

But now 'gainst Sunday schools, alack. 

The Great Folk turn their faces ; 
For fear the poor, by leammg, should 

Grow wiser than their Graces. 

For no great wan indeed can bear 

That man of low degree 
Should read and write ; since that poor man 

May be as mse as he. 

There is a lc% Dame call'd Prid^ 

With corns upon her toes ; 
On which .the mob is apt to treadj^ 

And very oft, God knows* 

Now this high Dame companion is 

Of Lords, and Dukes, and Kings; 
And Duchesses, and eke of Queens, 

Indeed, and such-like things. 
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Of spectacles that rode bis nose, 
He wink'd through each hom'd glass ; 

And, Qoat-like, lick'd fab watering lips, 
That long'd' to. buss the Lass. 

Than o'er his Bibk in the pew, 
Of pounds I would lay ten, 

Old Snuffle would much rather say 
O'er Ellen's lips, "Amen." 

The dullest eye can beauty see, 
lis lightning on the sight ; 

Indeed it is a general bait. 
And man (the fish) will bite. 

Now BonifiBLce talk'd of Lord RoUe, 

A Lord in fight so frisky ; 
Who made an old Dame prisoner, 

And took away her whisky : — 

And eke on travelling corpses seiz'd. 

As fierce as any Shark; 
And bullied, like a Thunder-storm, 

The Parson and the Clerk *. 

• ActBrilyiBlid«Bd»iiiwteh«Lpwbinp |> € iiM i a < d pw^^ 
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And now they talk'd of Sunday schools, 

Once deemM a glorious thing ; 
Praised and supported by the Great, 

Admired by Queen and King. 

But now 'gainst Sunday schools, alack, 

The Great Folk turn their faces ; 
For fear the poor, by learning, should 

Grow tviser than their Graces. 

For no great man indeed can bear 

That man of Um degree 
Should read iwd write ; since that poor man 

May be as wise as he. 

There is a lc% Dame call'd Prid^ 

With corns upon her toes ; 
On which ;th6 mob]& apt to tread^^ 

And very oft, God knows* 

Now this high Dame companion is 

Of Lords, and Dukes, and Kings ; 
And Duchesses, and eke of Queens, 

Indeed, and such-like things. 
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And lo ! she whispers to the Great, 

To keep themselves aloof; 
Nay, crush the Poor, like some sad Worm 

Beneath a horse's hoof. 

And lo 1 the Great her counsel take, 
And ears of poor folks crop ; 

Nay, flog the poor at times (poor souls !) 
As schoolboys flog a top. 

Now of a Princess sweet they talk'd, 

AikI pitied her hard fate* 
'^O Lord! OLord!** said Boniface, 

^^ Hraven kt^p me from high state I**-* 

^^ Poor Lady !** Orsoo fntying said, 
^* I've seen her many a time ; 

And seen the Baby too with tears. 
And ask*d about her crime 

^* However people may invent, 

Whatever folks shall say, 
1 won't believe ; but think her still 

A Jewel flung away. 
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** Such sweetness never could ofiend ; 

Then what's her guilt ? I cried : 
But folks seem'd all afraid to speak ; 

And shook the head^ and sighed." 



Then Ellen said, ** I would not be 

A Princess, for the world." — 
** Thou*rt more/' quoth Orson ; "or may I 

To Old Nick's house be hurl'd ! 

'' Thou art a Queen," exclaims the Yduth ; 

And for a kiss he starts. — 
'' Who? I r' rejoin'd the astonish'd Maid.- 

" Yes, thou ; the queen of hearts.'* 



The Maid received the Youth's salute 

With such a modest air, 
As though from Mistress Stevenson's ^ 

The Empress of Queen-square. — 

Now, gentle Reader, with thy leave, 
I'll rest my tuneful tongue ; 

And shun of Nightingales the fate. 
Who die by too much song. 

* ALady whokeqisaBoanliiig^scliooY. 



f» 
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CANTO IIL 

And now they talk'd of good great meo, 

Who by their merits rise : 
When Bishop Porteus was the theme ; 

Great J though of little size : — 

Who, though before the Chancellor 

He humbly bore the mace. 
Did at tiiie lastn, mitre wear; 

SuchyHeiu& are Faith and Grace. 

Now Boniface did loud exclaim, 

For wondrous proud was he : 
'' D'ye know that this same Bishop's Wife 

No better was than me? 

" No better, though the lofty Wife 

Of this most grand Divine ! 
Her father did an alehouse keep, 

No better, man, than mine. 

*' There Madame Porteus, a young Maid, 

Did draw the ale and beer ; 
And drew good customers, 'tis said, 

Indeed from fiu* and near : — 
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'^ When Parson Porteus trudged that way 

(Now see how things may hap) ; 
And, sweating, took a pint of stcut 

From this young Maiden's tap 4 

" Now Love within the pewter pot, . 

So wondrous is his art, 
Lurk'd sly; and, as the Parson swiU'd, 

Slipp'd down into his heart. 

** At once he glowed with furious flame, 

And eyed the comely she^;> . 
And very soon he squeezed her hand, 

For wounded much waa he. . . .* 

*' Thus, when the Linnet flies^ to drink 
To some feir crystal spring , ^ 

By lime-twigs quickly is he caught».. 
And cannot move a wing. * 

** Now soon as the young Girl's. Papfi 

The courtship did explore, 
He took them by the shoulders both. 

And shoved them to the door« > / 
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^^ As Adam and his dearest Eve 

Left Eden with a tear; 
So Porteus with hb Sweetheart left 

The tap-room and the beer. 

'^ Forth wandered they in homely pli^t. 
Grieved that their plan miscarried ; 

But soon, in spite of poverty, 
The hoing pair were married. 

*' Nor proud is Mistress Porteus now, 

Though lofty is her lot ; 
For glad is she old friends to se^ 

And eke a pewter pot." 

Thus ended Boniface : and now 
They talk'd of Hannah More ; 

Whose fame the Bishop's trumpet sounds, 
That makes a mighty roar. 

Then on each other they did wink, 
Which thus might be translated : 

^' Some peopk may a mtre wear, 
And yet be shaUoahpaUd.** 



; 
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And now they praised the Bishop's care ; 

Who makes it all his pride 
To see the' Clergy well behave, 

And on their cures reside :— 



For/lo ! the Bishop finds it hai'd. 

Unto their cures to puU 'em ; 
Though he, good man^ for reasons wisCy 

Doth seldom preach at FuIhaAni. 

'^ I fear ^oine Bishops are in fault," 

Quoth Boniface, and sigh'd : 
" They* are a proud' and haughty set/' — 

" Too true/' the Youth replied : 

^' Over poor Curates' backs, alas. 

How Jehu-like they drive ! 
And, Lord ! how these old Drones will suck 

The honey of the hive !"-*- 

Of Dam6 Religion now they talk'd, 

Beloved by each Divine ; 
Who thinks theur wealthy Patroness 

All in a deep decline. 

VOL. V. s 
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To bring her back to health agUD, 

Of recipes a, 9aon 
Good Doctor Porteiis jointly wrote 

With Parson Hannah More : — 

For, lo ! the Dame vnihiibsae great folk 
Has always been in &voiir ; 

For whidi they both for her would fi^t> 
And risk their all to save her. 

Most grossly was she used in France; 

Most cruelly, alack I 
Her pockets pick'd, and her best clothes 

All pilfer'd from her back. 

The French swore, she a bastard was 
Of some old canting friar ; 

And from her childhood known ta be 
A hypocrite and liar. 



Her rings they robb'd, and diamonds too; 

Her gold they stole by tons ; 
With which they shot and powder bought^ 

Swords, muskets, and great guns* 
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Not only this indeed was done 

By this same rabble rout ; 
They broke the bones of Saints, and kicked 

The saintess€$ about 

Such was thdr treatment by the mob. 

Such rage did Hell inspire : 
ligold, they coin'd them ; and, if woody 

They put them in the^re ; — 

Old jawbones of the sainted tribes, 

Old teeth, old nails, old noses, 
Old toes, old shoes ; that wonders work'd, 

As every one supposes c^^^ 

.Old wigs, and nightrcaps, gowns, and rags, 

Spoon, trencher, knife and fork ; 
Pap-spoon, and frying-pan, and spit, 
> That many a maroel work. 

^' Reli^n was a gentk Maid/' 

Quoth Boni&ee agen, 
'* In the year one; but since^ she's ^il'd 

By wicked artful men. 

£ S 
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" The Bishops taught her to be proud. 

And heap of wealth a store ; 
To paiot her cheeks, and wear the garb 

Of some sad tawdry whore. 

" I think she is too well dress 'd oat 

By every great Divine." — 
" Indeed," quoth Orson with a sigh, 

" I tliink she goes too fine." — 

Of Peter PiDdar now they talk'd, 

Who so divinely sings ; 
Kenown'd from pole to pole for Odes, 

And compliments to Kings. 

Then, raptured, on his Works they dwelt; 

And on his high pretension ; 
Lamenting much he bad not got 

From Majesty 9, pension: — 

While panuites, and pimps to Lords, 

Enjoyed their wealth and state ; 
Though lie, jHJor ^onl. diii make wry mouths 
^pou on empty phile. 
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On which they sagely did remark. 

That slight was Merit's meed ; 
And that the Sun, for om hir Jhw^r^ . 

Did foster many a weed. 

" I have his Works/* quoth BoKliface, 

'^ This moment in the house. 
Pray> Farmer, did you ever read 

His poem on a Louse? 

'' And Apple Dumplings, and choked Sheep, 

The Pilgrims and the Peas ; 
The Brick-kiln; Bre^house, Parson Younj^ 

And Songs that ladies please ?"— 

** This Great Man's poems I have read ; 

Yes, over. Sir, and over,** 
Quoth Orson, with a wink and smile 

That pleasure did discover. . 

'^ But then," said he, and gave a shrug, 

" Some Aldermen and May V 
Swore that his impudence is such. 

It bristled up their hair :-;— . 
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" S(ud that be grins too much at CourU, 

And never would refrain ; 
And, in respect of titled folk, 

Was wicked as Tom Paine. 

" They call'd him every name that's bad, 

Turk, Infidel, and Jew ; 
And wanted, when thy burnt his books. 

To bum the author too." — 

" O shameful Aldermen and May'r, 

To bum so sweet a Bard T 
Cried Bonifiice: "alas! alasl 

'Twas very, very hard. 

" The Justice too, I do suppose. 
Did hate him from his marrow ; 

And with as much good will would shoot 
The poet, as a tparrvw. 

" I hope this woodrous Man of Verse 
Is steel'd with resolution ; 

As virtuous people in all times 
lUve sufier'd persecution." — 
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And now they tidk'd o[ one George Rose ; 

Who, bom in low estate. 
Did mount to worship and to wealth : 

So very blind is Fate. 

Of George's mother then ihey talked. 

Her hut, and dirty geer; 
And said, that George allowed his dam 

But thirty pounds a year :-— 

Poor crone ! who swore she would have mare; 

Or, lo ! his pride to sting, 
She'd run to London in her rags, 

And show them to the King. 

But George disliketh much to hear 

About his Scottish home : 
Thus scabby heads, the proverb says, 

For ever hate a comb. — 



SS 



And now of Hawkesbury they talked, 
Who wrote in mags for hire ; 

Whose works, till in the chimney put, 
Ne'er felt one spark of^re. 
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Of taxes now they talk'd, and curs'd 

The Emperor o'er and o'er ; 
And then on Paul they pour'd some gall, 

And very loudly swore. 

" The Game Laws too," quoth Boniface^ 

" Provoke me to the quick : 
We must not knock a pheasant down, 

Although 'tis with a stick. 

" Curse on the Justices (the thieves). 

That send a man to jail - 
For touching, with an inch of gun, 

A partridge or a quail j — 

" Who threat my licence too to take, 

And dingy and huff, and vapour, 
Because I won't be humnCd, and buy 

George Rose's stupid Paper * !" — 

• Wkkk of the two Papers is meant by Boniface, we cannot ascertain ; as the 
8un was accustoned to fick op the leayings of the poor dead or dynv Tme 
Briton, and disgorge for the benefit of the Pablic' Either of those Newspapers, 
therefore, may be alluded to by the Landlord ; as theb respective merits are 
racier beneath the difpiity of crUieism, We most say indeed, tiat every exer- 
tion has been made, particularly by the Post Ofice, to cram their trash down 
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Now talk'd they of the Princesses 

Elizabeth and Mary, 
Whose taste in all the polish'd arts 

Is most extraordwflry; — 

Then of the sweetness of their looks, 

Their manners all so mild ; 
That win, where'er they pass, the heart 

Of maDi and maid, and child. 

And let me also join my praise, 

Before I further sing : 
The Muse with rapture oft hath mark'd 

The Daughters of the King ;— 

And, if her voice could pour a strain 

To yield their hearts delight, 
Lo ! all Parnassus with their names 

Should ring from mom to night. 

tlie tiiroats of the naoseatiDrg people of England. A Newspaper is made the 
test of our political principles. Is the Morning Post, or the Courier, or the 
Morning Chronicle, called for, the man is branded with the odious name of Jocodttk 
Yet who reads of a d^eat in the ministerial hirelings ? Pooas are for ever sung : 
Briiith laureU neither decrease nor fade— all alive and blooming I Victory 
attends the diariot of trery British Mars ; and the foots cap which the conquer* 
ing and contemptuous enemy now and then cbpped on the heads of tome of 
our Generals, has been, by the hoctu pocw of a misrepresenting Newspaper, 
converted into a triumpkai cromi. 
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CANTO IV. 

Now Negress Night came solemn down, 

To put to roost the fowls ; 
To bid her bats a hunting go, 

And likewise all her owb. 

And eke she oped the dreary tombs, 

T' enjoy her spectre-races ; 
Unlocking Ghosts, to frighten folk 

With shrouds and mealy faces. 

And now amid the hags and owls, 

And gliding Spectres pale. 
Mute Silence, with her feet in felt, 

Did stalk from vale to vale. 

The birds their thatch and bushes sought^ 

Forsaking trees and springs ; 

« 

To hide their slumbering heads beneath 
Those downy quilts, their wings. 

Now Darkness, with her pinions black. 

All waving wide outspread, 
Moved solemn ; and, with Horror joined. 

Did wn^ the World in shade. 
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Now Theft and Murder sly stote forth 

From caves of dread and death, 
In quest of damned deeds, to roam 

The wild and spectred heath : — 

To meet some Wanderer of the shade, 

And make his life their food ; 
To seize his throat with ruffian grasp, 

And plunge their kftives in blood. 

And now amid the London streets, 

Poor outcasts from their home, 
The female bands, ah ! lost to feme, 

(Sweet beauty*s wrecks !) did roam. 

For the^e, let Pity heave the sigh. 

And Prudery stay her rage ; 
And rather curse seducing pinips, 

The Giflfords of the age : — 

Who prowl where innocence appears, 

And watch for beauty's smile ; 
To tear the rose-bud from its bed, 

Then stamp it in the soil. 
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Now artfully, with rueful face, 

Did Orson, cunning spark, 
Step to the door, and cry, "It rains ; 

And, Lord ! how dismal dark ! 

" And then the wind it is so high 

That I can. scarcely stand : 
And all the Sky's like Murder black ; 

I cannot see my hand.'! — 

" Sleep here, my friend," the Landlord swd ; 

" A bed, but not of flocks, 
Is thine ; of feathers nice and soft, 

Pick'd all from hens and cocks. 

" Fine too the Sheets, like Lilies white. 

And warm too is the rug ; 
And trust me that it has not got 

A single flea or bug. 

" A little supper we will have ; 

And, if I*m not mistaken, 
Thou likest meat : now what dost say, 

My friend, to eggs and bacon ?" 
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To which the smiling Youth replied, 

" I*m vastly fond of hog ; 
And, when 'tis fried with eggs, I vow 

I know no prettier prog'' 

Now Ellen, with a knife so keen^ 

To slice the flesh began ; 
And then she broke twelve new-laid eggs, 

And put them in the pan. 

But, growing warm^ against the hog 

The Eggs unpleasant mutter' d; 
While, waxing hotter^ 'gainst the eggs 

The Hog with fury iputter'd. 

Alas, how much like Man and Wife f 

(What pity such things be f) 
Who at each other fiercely spit, . 

And often disagree. 

The eggs and bacon soon were fried. 

And placed upon the table ; 
When Orson and the Landlord ate 

As much as they were able. 
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And now the merry mug went round. 
And many a tale tbey toU ; 

And many a wanton joke tfaey crack'd ; 
Some new, and others old« 

While Ellen, busy at her work, 
Seenid not one word to hear ; 

But not a aeriouB word, or joke, 
Escaped the Maiden's ear. 

For where is she, the Maid, I wot, 
'Mongst hi^ or humble folk, 

That liketh not a merry tale, 
Nor yet a wanton joke ? 

Now Boniface to Orson said, 
" As we no longer munch. 

Suppose, my friend, with this our ale, 
We take a glass of punch?" 

To which the Youth did answer make, 
" Dear friend, with all my heart; 

And Ellen shall the lemons squeeze^ 
And likewise take a part 
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'' And Ellea too with us shall sit» 

And take her cheerful ^ass ; 
For what are meat and drink, and life. 

Without a charming Lass ?" 

Now Ellen did the lemons squeeze. 

The sugar put and rum in ; 
And made what even a King would call 

A bowl of liquor humming. 

<< Landlord,** quoth Orson, ^^ with your leave, 

And Ellen's too I mean, 
111 take a kiss from her nice lips, 
That would adorn a Queen." — 



ti 



Aye^" cried the Landlord, ^^ kiss her, man; 

She's sweeter than the roee : 
. kiss can do no migh^ harm ; 

So, Girl, hold up tiiy nose."* 



Then from those cherries of delight 

He kisses took a score ; 
And, but for decency, the rogue 

Had ravish'd twen^ more. 



^ ORSON AND ELLEN- 

For Kisses are the Food of Love, 
Well known in every nation ; 

And such a dainty dish, indeed. 
Will ne'er be out of fashion. 

And Ladies' lips the out-works I 
To Ladies' hearts may call : 

Soon as the^r*^ are storm'd, the last 
Most naturally will fall. 



It 



it 



Now sing a song," said Boniface, 
Thy best, and do not grudge it." — 

Yes, that 1 will,"'the Youth riepUed j 
I've many in my budget." 



Then Orson oped his throat, and sang, 
Both loud, and sweet, and clear, 

A song that much the Landlord charm'd. 
And caught Mr Ellen's ear. 
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SONG, 



BY ORSON. 



I OWN I am fickle: to PhyUida*s ear 

I first told the story of love ; 
Kiss'd her hand, press'd her lip, with what ardour sin- 
cere ! 

And declared that I never would rove. 

But my sighs were scarce breathed, when Chloe tripp'd 

by: 

The Nymph was no longer my boast ; 
From Phyllida's beauty away went the sigh, 

And my heart to sweet Chloe was lost 

Could I dream of a change, when Chloe was mine ? 

" No, no," I a thousand times swore ; 
" My heart cannot rove from a Girl so divine : 

No, no, it will wander no more.'* 

But Fate, who delighted to laugh at the Swain, 

Presented a Damsel more fair : 
My heart, the sad rogue, tum'd inconstant again, 

And sigh'd to Corinna his pray'r. 

VOL. V. F 
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" With Corinna," I swore, " every hour must be blest ; 

These eyes shall no other pursue :" — 
When again, to alarm with new tumults my breast, 

Thou, Sylvia, beam'dst full on my view. 

But, Sylvia, I'm sure thou hast nothing to fear, 

That my heart for another can pine ; 
Since, to make it a traitor, a Girl must appear 

Whose beauty is eqtial to thine. 



" Now sing thy song," the lark-like Youth 

To Boniface did say ; 
When Boniface most loudly sung 

This merry roundelay : — 



SONG, 



BY BONIFACE. 



Toper, drink, and help the house; 

Drink to every honest fellow : 
Life was never worth a louse 

To the man who ne'er was mellow. 
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How it sparkles ! here it goes : 

Ale can make a blockhead shine ; 
Toper, torch-like may thy nose 

Light thy face up, just like mine ! 

Se^ old Sol : I like his notion, 

With his whiskers all so red ; 
Sipping, drinking from the ocean. 

Boozing till he goes to bed. 

Yet poor beverage to regale ! 

Simple stuff J to help his race ! 
Could he turn the Sea to Ale, 

How 'twould make him mend his pace ! 



Now Boniface to Ellen said, 

" Now for thy roundeky." 
The Damsel blush'd, and hemm'd, and blush'd, 

* 

And then she sung away. 



f2 
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SONG, 



BY ELLEN. 



Adieu to the grotto' and glade ! 

Adieu to the song of the grove ! 
Since Colin is gone from the shade. 

Adieu to the valley of Love ! 

When a garland he wove for my hair. 
When he gave me his hand at the stile, 

How buxom and sweet was the air ! 

How the fields were all clothed with a smile ! 

But Nature seems changed, to my mind ; 

The fields are all dark on my eye ; 
Each Song b a Dirge on the wind, 

And the flowers seem all drooping to die. 

All alone must I wander at mom ; 

And lonely at eve, a poor ghost ; 
While each object around me fbriom. 

Will pity the peace I have lost 
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Then ask me not, Virgins, to stay : 
With a sigh seems the zephyr to blow ; 

And the runlet that murmurs away. 
To wind with a murmur of wee. 

O ye Virgins, O Shepherds, farewell ! 

I wander, in secret to pine. 
May Content be the guest of your cell, 

Who has long been a stranger to mine ! 



The Youth upon her tuneful lips 

Did full of rapture glote ; 
And seem'd so pleased, as though he could 

Have galloped down her throat 

He look'd and sigh'd, and sigh'd and look'd 

With longing wishful eye ; 
And' felt his heart all fluttering beat. 

And guessed the reason why. 

For who can see the lovely Maid, 

And feel not sweet desire ? 
With him may Life's fair prospects fade, 

And Hope itself expire ! 
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The clock, the crier shrill of time, 
That tick'd behind the door, 

Now with his hammer struck the bell 
Twelve times, and lo ! no more. 

And now the fire was all put out, 
Which Boniface did water ; 

For fear a spark might bum the house. 
And make a serious matter : — 

For fire, permitted once to rule, 

Consumeth all it handles ; 
Even from the palaces of Kings, 

Down to a pound of candles. 

The cat amid the ashes purr'd 

(For purs to cats belong) ; 
While chimney-minstrels, crickets call'd^ 

Did join Grimalkin's song. 

O gentle Crickets I to your airs 

I ve listened o'er and o'er. 
O lucky imps ! where'er ye dwell, 

That house is never poor. 
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Old Towsser too lay stretch'd along, 

And yelping much did keep ; 
And with his trembling joints did chase 

The rabbits in his sleep : — 

Eager he seem'd to hunt indeed 

The nibblers to their holes : 
Thus dogs can dream like gentlemen. 

Although they have no souls. 

Now Boniface said, " Sir, good night," 

And shook young Orson's fist. 
*' Good nig^t," again young Orson said. 

And then he EUrai kiss'd ; — 

And on her pouting lip he left 

A thousand wanton wishes : 
" Good mght," quoth he, " feir Maid, whose eyes 

Eclipse thy pewter dishes." 

Yes, 'twas a kiss, a kiss indeed ! 

A very wanton kiss ; 
Which seem'd upon her mouth to say, 

" I long for higher bliss." 



y 



^* OMSOS AVSD^ELLEN. 



CASTO V. 

« ue KISS d ber, on her necfc 
A golden cross be spied. 

"Who gave thee /A«r the starting Yo« 
AU fraught with wonder, cried 

" A young man gave me this," quoth sh^ 
^^ And then she dropp'd a t«ir; 
" A youth who won my heart away, 
And still to me is dear :— 

" B"t "ches forced him from these arms, 

And men do wealth adore; 
And thus he left my heart to pine, 

For I was rather poor. 

" A Damsel of a great estate 

l>»d steal his heart away; 

At which I left my native vale, 

Fqr there I could not stay. 

" *;«■ who au. stand fte soft „d jeers, 
^"»«er «o„ Bte ^p ' ■ 

^°' When I In » ^^ 
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" Where now he lives, God only knows : 

Five years it b and more. 
That here in Hampshire I have dwelt. 

And here my loss deplore. 

" Methought, Sir, when the mug of beer 

This very night I drew. 
That Orson, whom I thought my own, 

Did much resemble you. 

" My heart so beat, my head turned round ; 

My eyes both misty taken : 
I almost dropp'd the frying-pan, 

With all tlie eggs and bacon."— 

" My Ellen sweet," the Youth replied, 

And hugg'd her to his heart ; 
*' Behold that Oi^on thou hast lost, 

And we will never part. 

'^ I am not married : no, m;y Dear ; 

To marry I am free : 
And I have searched half England through. 

To gaze again on thee. 
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" But thou wert gpne the Lord knows where, 

And wert not to be found ; 
But all the neighbours said with si^, 

Thou certainly wert drvwfidT — 



" O Orson dearf the Maid replied, 

" And am I in thy arms r" — 
" Thou art, thou art," the Youth rejoined. 

And closely press'd her charms. 

" How was't I knew thee not?" quoth she.- 

Quoth he, " I wasn't so big; 
And now thou seest I wear my hairj 

And then I wore a wig^ — 

" Ah me ! I recollect," quoth she, 

" Full well thy natty bob ; 
And then I only wore my hair, 

And now I wear a mob.**-^ 

" Sweet Ellen," cried the raptured Youth, 

" The reason now is plain : 
The mob and ribbon are the cause 

I knew thee not again. 
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'^ I think that thou art taller grown, 

Thy shape's so nice and clever ; 
And, without compliment, thou art 

A prettier girl than ever. 

" Landlord, behold the girl for whom 

I've hunted round and round/' — 
" Gadsbob," cried Boniface, " what luck ! 

The lost sheep then is found." 

To tell the joys of both their hearts, 

Would puzzle my poor pen ; 
But lo, they kies'd, and sigh'd, and kiss'd, 

And kiss'd and sighM agen. 

And now they did a sixpence break, 

In plight of mutual troth ; 
While Boniface, with happy looks, 

Did smile upon them both. 

" Well, now, good folks," quoth Boniface, 

" I'll leave you, if ye choose, 
To tell your tale, while I go take 

A comfortable snooze" 



76 ORSON AND ELLEN. 

Thus having said, old Boniface 
March'd, hobbling, off to bed ; 

And put a good red night-cap on, 
Of yarn, about his head. 

Night-caps of different stuff are made ; 

Of different colours too : 
Of flannel, and of cotton, some ; 

Some yellow, and some blue. 

Sleep is an article we want, 
Although it looks like death ; 

Since all from mortals seems retired, 
Except it be the breath. 

How often have I said and thought, 

Lost in reflection deep, 
" What pity 'tis, since life's so short, 

To spend one half in sleep ! 

** But then," quoth I unto myself, 
^^ Sleep calms the folks that fret ; 

Is kind to souls with hungry maws. 
And people much in debt. 



ORSON AND ELLEN. * 77 

" Nay, sleep has this advanti^ too, 

It goodly feasts doth make ; 
And furnisheth rare food in dreams. 

We cannot find awake** 

Now Orson with his Ellen sat, 

The Damsel on his knee ; 
No loving couple in the world 

Were blest like he and she. 

And now they smiled, and told old tales 
That%appen'd when they courted ; 

Together when to fairs they went, 
And danced, and played, and sported. 

Time stole most happily away : 

While Boni&ce, above, 
Lay senseless snoring, they below, 

Alivey were making love. 

Now Morning from her clouded east 

Did through the window peep 
Upon the playful loving pair, 

Whose eyes look'd not for sleep : — 
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For they were otherwise employed, 

In ogling soft desire ; 
In telling stories of the heart. 

And fanning Love's sweet fire. 

Their eyelids did not once pick strawSy 
And wink, and sink away : 

No, no; they were as brisk as Bees, 
And amorous things did say : — 

For eyes are eloquent, though mute ; 

They speak all sorts of tongues : * 
Such very cunning things are eyes ; 

Such power to them belongs. 

Now Ellen unto Orson said, 
" Retire, my friend, to rest ; 

Thou with thy journey must be tired : 
And I will seek my nest" — 

" Ah ! Ellen, I feel no fatigue," 

Said Orson with a smile : 
^^ I am this moment fresh as though 

I had not rid a mile. 
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^^ Tis thou bast given me spirits gay, 

And made my heart so light : 
Well, Ellen, now I think 'tis time 

Indeed to bid good night" 

And now he took her in his arms, 

And said, " Good night, my Dear ;" — 

When £Uen said " Good night" ag^, 
And dropped the tenderest tear. 

It was a tear, a precious tear, 

More worth thim diamonds bright ; 
For love and friendsbip form'd the drop. 

That charm'd young Orson's sight. 

As down her cheek this pearl did flow. 

Young Orson, mad with bliss. 
Quick to her cheek his lips applied. 

And caught it with a kiss. 

Then gallantly the young man said, 
^ And swore of oaths a round : 
" That pearl of thine, my lovely Girl, 
Shall never kiss the ground* 
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And friends, invited to partake, 

Did from the village come i 
Of difierent ages were they all; 

Some young, and aged aooie. 

JVithin the house did mirth resound } 

Without J with cheerful imy, 
Sol pour'd his radiance on tiie roof^ 

And all the world was gay. 

The chirping Sparrows came in flocks, 

And Linnets with a tune; 
And round in merry gambols flew, 

To hail the honey-motm. 

The Wrens delighted cddc'd their tails, 

And twitter'd many an air ; 
While Redln'easts, trilling, through the paiies 

Peep'd in upon the pair. 

And the the Pigeons, birds of love. 

Did sport upon the Aatch ; 
And coo'd and bilFd, and fllappVI their wings. 

In honour of the match. 
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No happier hours were known^ so swift 

The moments took their flight ; 
Twas laugh and song, and jibe and joke. 

And stories of delight 

At night, all slily, from their friends 

The couple stole away ; 
fVMch night, if I don't much mistake, 

Was happier than the day.* — 

God. prosper long the married state, 

And (pve it every bliss ; 
And may we kiss the Nymphs we please^ 

And please the Nymphs we kiss ! 



g8 
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WBITTBN BT AUBBN BLIZABBTH, DUBIWO HBB IMPBIfONMBIIT 

AT WOODfTOCK. 

Ah ! woe is mee, who sighe forlorne, 
Sith woe has fixed depe his thorne 

In thys poor harte. 
The Milkmaid's songe, when Mome doeth smylei 
And Phebus gildeth fielde and s^Ie^ 

Doth greefe emparte. 

I eojy Birdes that cleave the skye ; 
** Ye live m freedom, imps,** I sighe, 

Then droppe a teare : 
And eke I cast an envious looke 
Upon the little babbling brooke 

That runneth neare. 

Like the swete brooke I wish to flee 
From fielde to fielde in merry glee ; 
But my poore harte doth pant in vayne 
To joine the Milkmayde on the plaine, 



( 
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Who seemes so blest 
Dispayre approaches, and thus cryes : 
'^ To Free^V^in cea§e to t^irp^ tlppe ^yes, 

Sith I'm thy guest." 

■ 

O drear companioA \ ek^ most drear ! 
Whose voice is honor to Eiine ear. 



TO THE GLASS. 

Give me the Glasse that fek h^r lippe, 
And happy, happy^ shall I sippe ; 

« 

And, when is fled the daintie wyne^ 
Something remaineth still divyne. 

Heaven's dewes that on the flowers doe falle, 
Make them to smyle, and fayre withal ; 
And thus the dewe of her sweet kisse 
Doth bathe my heart with balmy blisse :-^ 

But dewes to vapoure flye awaye, 
While her rich fragr^ce lasts (or aye. 

J. D- 
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TO THS DAISIE. 

O MODEST Flower ! thou idlest of the Springe : 
Welcome unto this little fielde of nyne 1 

With joy I see thee from the green earth springp^ 
And smiling in thy $]lVery vesture shme* 

Ay ! nought disturbeih thy fayre tender frame ; 

Zephyrus kissetb thee, and tastes thy sweet : 
Thou dost not chide the wanton rogue^ nor blamsi 

Nor biddest him Mgbe lowly at thy feet 

Ag^yne he whispereth love; and now agayne 
He tasteth of thy honeyM leaves, and sighs : 

And, though he wantons^ thou dost not eomplayaor; 
Thy little snowy bosom nought denyes* 

O gentle Dai^e ! speak to her I love, 

When she doeth come, and ca^teth lookes on thee ; 
Persuade her my pure passion to approve, 

And not with coldness from her Sbepheard flee : 

But imitate thy ways ; and leame thy smyle, 
When I, like Zephyrus, doe press her cheke. 

Then may no tempest rude thy form defyle, 
And of thy snowy beauties make a wreck ! 
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A PRAISE OF FAYRE GERALDINE. 

BY LOKD SURREY. 

I siGHE mournfuUe for Greraldine, 
For lovdie Geraldine I playne; 

And oft I wish her harte was mine : 

But vaine are sighes, and teares are vaine. 

But she perchaunce mote cruel be, 
And slighten of Cupid the bande. 

Because she may not fynde a he 
That meriteth her liiied hande. 

Ah me ! sith none but suck may wooe. 
And tume to her with hope his eyes ; 

Far hence Fayre Geraldine must goe, 
And seek a Lover in the skyes. 



BALLADE OF LOVE. 



Thou art the Loadsterre of my Love, 
Which Love doth many tempests fynde ; 

But thou canst all the stormes remove, 
And whisper calme unto my mynde : 
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Thy balmy breath can fiUe the sayle, 
And bless me with a prosperous ^e. 

But no, for this I may not hope ; 

On rocks thou doomest me to moume : 
My Vessel, without maste or rope, 

All on the black rock piecemeal tome : 
And there, I wis, without a sighe. 
Thou lettest my poore Vessel lye. 

But if thy smile would fix on me, 

A safe porte then my Shippe may fynde ; 

Then Phebus* beams break but I see, 
And leave the tossing waves behinde. 

With jocund heart then I do prove, 

Thou art the Loadsterre of my Love, 



BALLADE OF GRIEF. 

I KNOW not joy, when far from thee ; 
For thou art all the world to me : 

Then come away. 
Though thou art fiBurre, yet Love's swift darte. 
For ever flying, wounds my harte 

From day to day. 
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I seeke to slepef away the hours ; 
But thy image my calme devours, 

And kepes me waking : 
And when, alack ! I close myne eye, 
I starte, and with keene anguish sighe, 

" Thou'rt me forsaking.'* 

Then come, fieiyre Mayde, and with thee bringe, 
In thy twin cheeks, the blossomed Springe, 

And Sommer's gold 
In thy twin eyes ; that I may find 
The Sommer's beam within my mind, 

Not Winter's cold. 



THE PETITION OF THE LOVEB. 

Ah ! say not **No" unto my prayer, 
For I have loved tfaee full long ; 

To these twin eyes thou art most fayre. 
Surpassing praise of sweetest song. 

Then say not "No** unto my prayV, 

But be so kynde as thou art fayre. 

Why art thou with lace beraty Uest? 

Only ta bless mairicyndfi^ I wiss; 
Not for to robbe the harte of rest, 

But fill it with a sea of blisse. 
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Then say not " No " unto my pmy'r, 
But be fio kynde as thou art fayre. 

The Sonne wa9 made to waraie the eartbe, 
And plenty wake, and kepe Qff blite ; 

So should thy B^uty's Sunne give bjrthe 
To our souls' harvests of delyte. 

Then say not "No" unto my prayV, 

But be so ][yp^ pt^ t)KWi ait fa^'i^ 



ON AN INCONSTANT. 

Those peerless lips are both forswome ; 
Those lips that roses' blooms adom^ 

Ah, too deceiving fayre ! 
I thought no guile upon thy tongue ; 
I thought that mouth could My no wroqg, 
Nor ky for heajrts^a raara. 

But now I see ttiy vaiiu^ vaine mind ; 
And now thy cruelty I finc^ 

That taJketh pride in woe : 
In every sigh thy guile I hear. 
And see my. wrongs in every teai 

Whiok Sorrow hida tot Qdw. 
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Where'er I go, I hear thy name ; 

And hear fierce Anger cry out ^^ Shame ! ** 

On beauty so renown'd. 
Know, beauty was design'd for joy; 
Which thou dost cruelly employ 

To give the world a wound. 



THE LOVER'S PITYE. 

Mt Lute, who makedst sweetest sound, 
Awake thee now, alack ! to playne ; 

Sith my poore harte doth feel a wound, 
And never may rejoice again. 

Oh ! let thy sounds with my sighs flow, 

For her who lies in deih below. 

« 

O Lute ! how jocund was thy voice 
When she did make thy chords rejoice. 

When roses blushed on her cheek ! 
But now that she in deth lies pale. 
Thy voice must tell a doleful tale, 

And every harte with sorrow breake. 

My Lute, thou must no more be gladde ; 
But tune to dying straines and sadde, 
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And think no more oijaidssance. 
Griefe openeth of myne eyes the springes ; 
And oft my teares will wet thy stringes. 

And make thee mourne our dread mischance. 

Then list to me, my favourite Lute ; 
Be sadde, or lye for ever mute. 



TO A FLY. 

BT THB PBINCB88 BLIZABBTHj I« PBI80K. 

I 

Thou little animal, I wiss. 
Thou seemest me a child of bliss ; 
And runnest, fleest here and there, 
Withoute a pang, and eke a tear : 
While, borne to thinke of scepteiis, I 
Do envy thee, thou little Fly. 

Fortune doth make small giftes to me ; 
But, what is mine, I give to thee : 
The bread, the wine, upon my boarde, 
I yield to thee with much accorde. 
Come when thou Ust, and to thy mynde 
Thou something to thy taste shall fynde. 

Though gladde thou fnskest to and fro, 
Thy life, poor worme, is shorte, I know; 
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A little while tby legs oatspread^ 
I see tbee oo the table ded : 
And, while thou art at pttce^ I Wail, 
And think on thy lyfe's little tale. 

But while thou cutist toy crumbs enjoy, 
Thou here may hum iTkfaotft andoy ; 
Runne here and thero^ and spread thy wing, 
And with thy own companions sing. 
Though man be cruel unto me^ 
My hand shall give delyte to thee. 



in>'l M 



ON THE FAYRE GEKaLDYNE. 



Go£, M irS6, to Htmsdott, alfd «s{>ye 
.What giveth tc^ myM baarte a s^be ^ 
And yet to evory other harte 
Bright floodes of joyance doeth emparte. 

Ther» ittty thou ^t)t A Stmiic^ fiurt clouds 
Didde netar yM with darlmiess shromie; 
And, strauikge, M mortsk on thtt Sunne 
WiChouten htfrfe may loottf upomie. 

Now, Lttdytf MiBe, thc^M iC bef S6, 
Thott ddest not tMs ny Loadstmo knoWe, 
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V 

Goe unto Hunsdon, caste thyne eien 
On all the world's Fayre Oeraldyne. 



THE BRENNED MOTH, 

A BALLADE. 

Ah, silly Moth ! what hast thou done? 
To such mishap why didst thou runne ? 
Brent be thy legges, and eke thy wings ; 
And Fate doth pierce thee with his stings. 

What folly could thy mynde peri^MUte, 
To leave thy fields of dew and shade ; 
Where Glow-worms light, with lanterns sheen. 
The little elves that praunce the green ? 

There mightest thou, on pennons light, 
Enjoy the siledce of mute nighte ; 
And flicker hiQ and vale around, 
Witboute a foe^ witboute m wonftii. 

Poor Fly ! — But why thy folly blame ? 

■ 

We wiser mortals act the same : 
On mad ambitious fires we gaze, 
And, doating, pemk mi the Ikm. 



MH 
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WYATT TO BRYAN, 

FROM ms PRISON. 

The Summer of my Hope is ded, 

Whyche made my daies so passing fayre : 

Now Hope no more may lift her hed, 
Sore cbill'd by Wynter of Despayre. 

But, Bryan, my dark prison-doore 

Doth boast of lyght when thou dost come ; 

Syth Frendshipp's Sun hath beames a store, 
To make a Palace of a Tombe. 

Then come^ and Frendshipp's beame yspred ; 
And 111 forget that Hope is ded. 



WYATT TO POINS, 

IN PRAISE OF LIBERTY. 

To crawle in Courtes^ is bondage harde ; 

For who ychooseth chaines, I wot ? 
Yet some, for pleasures of rewarde, 

Wil flatter, and blow colde and hot 

But Liberty will I emplofe, 
Thou^ Poverty knock at my doore. 
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What be our wants ? — some thinges, not all. 

Contentment lyeth not in heaps : 
Who hath a littel fields though small^ 

It grete is if enough he reaps. 

Then Liberty will I emplore> 
Though Poverty knock at my doore. 



SIR T. WYATT. 

Retired to the Coontiy, to Ariingtoiiy where he ptamtA a Life of Tranquillity, 
he deapised Harry the Eighth's ConrC^Wyatt hoaata of hit Liherly. 

Free am I nowe ; I Courtes do follow not, 
But myne own pleasure. dayly I persue: 

I aske aboute no Courtiers ; no, God wot, 
Sith I to Courtes have bidden longe adieu : 

For, when at Courtes, on hands and Imees they crawlt 

Like whipped Dogs, and be for aye in thrall. 

When Mome doth glister, oft bayte I myne hook, 

• " • 

And forthe I go the river's bank besyde ; 
And there I privilye do searche the brooke, 

And trye if Fish unneath the surface glyde. 
And often do I bringe them to the lande, 
And then unhooke them with a happy hands. 

VOL. V. H 
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She whotne I love, doth sumtime straye. 
And sees me dragge the prisoner from the floude ; 

And that it is most cruelle, she doth saye. 
To spille of little .Fish the hannless bloode. 

'' £che little Fish/' she telleth with a teare, 

*' Which thou dost kiUe, perchaunce hath got his Dere/' 



And oft she puUeth a Fish from my hande. 
And putteth him agayne into the brooke ; 

Sayinge, ^^ Go, Fishe, thyne liberty commande ; 
And learne t avoide, poor foole, the hyden hooke. 

And then she smylinge doth a moral fynde ; 

And lykeneth Fish betray'd, to Womankynde. 



t» 



A BALLADE OF PRAYER, 

BY SIR JAMES MELVILLE. 

ADOHBtSKO TO fltUKBN BLIZA^ETH^ ON Hit PRBtUMIMO TO LISTEN 
PRIYATBLY TO BBS MAJESTY WHILE SHE PLATED ON THE YIB- 
GIHALS : DELIVBBBD BY LOBD BUNS DON. 

Oh ! in your gracious goodnesse, deigne 
To pardon mee, most mighty Queene, /f^v:^ 

Who dared (not to be: forgeven) l%. 'v .* 

To heare on Erth the songes of Heaven. 
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I strove to flye ftam soche swete sounde. 
But nail'd ^was I unto the grounde : 
My feet^ebtrBuiKHXly oould not move; 
And all my mynde was lost in love. 

What punbhment your gracious sense 
Ordaineth for my rude offence. 
Yet be it grate, and life destroye. 
It may not equal my past joye. 

If you would more than cruel be, 

Deth must not be devised for me ; 

But take my ears' quick sense away, 

When you, grate Queene, shall singe and playe. 



BALLADE, 

BY VERE, EARL OF OXFORD. 

Where is the Mayde that erst was tiiyne^ 
Who did with love myne harte begile ? 

No more on me doeth beauty shine : 
No more I proudly boaste her smile. 

The roses of her cheek so bright, 

* 

Her lippe of berries' purple hne. 
No more for the itaay blush delyte ; 
To them nu^ Ffutoib say, ** Adieu !" 

as 
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When I did first ber lookes beholde, 
Meseemes 'twas summer in her Eye : 

Meseemes I mark'd two Sunnes of gplde^ 
Upon her face's smiling skye. 

Meseemes that on her roseate Cheeke 
I spyed the season of the Springe ; 

And when that she did courteous speke« 
The feather'd Minstrels seem'd to singe. 

But all IS past and gone, I weene : 
From her I meete with icy cold ; 

I marke no more her Eye's bright sheen. 
Nor marke her Sunnes of brightest golde. 

Sadde is the chaunge sith she's unkynde : 
Now cloudes all mirkie darke my daye ; 

For Zephyrus blow Wynter wyndes, 
And frost hath kill'd the gentle May. 



BALLADE. 



CouLosT thou looke into myne HartCi 
Thou wouldst see a Mansion drear: 

Some old haunted Tower aparte, 
Wh^e the Spectre bands appear i 
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Sigbingy glidings ghostly forms, 
*Mid.the ruin shook by storms. 

Yet my Harte, whiche Love doth slighte, 

Was a Palace passing fair ; 
Which did hold thyne image bright. 

Thee the Queen of Beauty rare ; 
Which the laughing Pleasures filled, 
And fair Fortune's sunne did gild» 

When shall my poor Harte^ alas, 

Pleasure's Palace be againe ? 
That, sweete Mayde, may come to pass^ 

When thou ceasest thy disdaine : 
For thy smiles, like beams of day, 
Banish Spectre forms away. 



A BALLADE. 

The Maid who pants for Lover's sighs, 
Doth lay for her own peace a snare ; 

She rues the conquests of her eyes, 
And mourns that she was ever ftir : — 

Then, Lasses, mind the proverb well, 
" Too oft the pitcher went to well." 
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Where Beauty doth display its rose, 
In tribes the busy Swains are found ; 

And^ where the richest Nectarine grows. 
The hungry Flies will buz around : — 

Then, Lasses, mind the proverb well, 
" Too oft the pitcher went to well." 



THE THREAT OF OPERON THE FAIRY. 

Maidens fair, attend to me. 
Constant to your Shepherds be : 
If ye break your vows of love. 
Ye my rage wjU sorely prove. 

I know all your dreams by night ; 
Therefore fear, O Maids, my spite ; 
AH your secret thoughts I know ; 
Fear then my sharp anger's blow. 

And, O Men ! I pray, beware ; 
Do not harm the Mudens fiedr ; 
Sigh not love, and then betray. 
If yc wi3h my rag^ away. 
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By the Moon's pure beam I swear, 
If I mark a Vir^n's tear, 
I will ^ve the Shepherd dread, 
And will tear him from his bed* 

« 

If I hear a Shepherd sigh. 
Maids, in jeopardy ye lie : 
Spoil'd will be the dynple sleek, 
Breast of snow, and rosy cheek. 

Love our Fairy train delights, 
While we sport in moony nights ; 
Eke our elfin King and Queene, 
As they gambol on the greene. 

Love was sent to soften wo, 
Sent to bless the World below ; 
Full of smile, with roses crown'd : 
Why should Love then feel a wound? 
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A BALLADE OF WYNTER, 

Loud blowe the wyndes with blustering breath. 
And snows fall cold upon the heath, 

And hill and vale looke drear : 
The torrents foam with headlong roar ; 
And trees their chilly loads deplore, 

And droppe the icy tear. 

The little Birde3» with wishfuU eye, 
For almes unto my cotti^ flye, 

Sithe they can boaste no hoarde: 
Sharpe in myne house the pilgrims peep ; 
But Robin will not distance keepe, 

So percheth op my boarde. 

Now on the cradle doth he hye ; 
^\nd kenneth down, with connying eye, 

Upon my Babe below : 
And, finding comfort in my cote, 
{le tweedles forth a simple note. 

And shakes his wings of snow. 

Come in, ye little Minstrels swete, 
Apd from your feathers shake the sle^t^i 
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And wanne your fireezing bloode : 
No Cat jshall touch a single plume ; 
Come in, sweet choir ; nay, fiU my room, 

And take of grain a treat. 

Then flicker gay about my beams, 

And hoppe, and doe what pleasaunt seemes. 

And be a joyful! throng, 
Till Spring shall cloath the naked grove ; 
Then go and build your nests, and love. 

And thank me with a song. 



TO HER HIGH MAJESTY. 

QV HBR VOUCHSAFING TO REWABD HBR HUMBLEST OF 8BBV« 

ANT8, BOWAEO FAIBFAX. 

Bright Sun of England, nay, u Sun 
That hath so bright a cercle run, 

And on far Realms doth spread a blaze ! 
The humblest Servant of your isle 
Doth thank your beauty for the smile 

That graceth me with golden rays. 

Thou]^ homely be my Muse's speeche 
And poore; your praise can make it rich, 
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Such is the power of your high naaie. 
What you, greate Queen, may deiga to praise, 
Although a Dwarf, you to a Giant can it raise, 

Sith your voice is the voice of Fame. 



WITH A OYPTB OP A GLOW-WORM TO TUB PAYRB GBRALDINB» 

IN TBB COUNTRY. 

■ • 

Fay RE Geraldine, behold, I bring 
This elfin Imp that gildeth night ; 

So beauteous was it 'mid the shade, 
So calm, so mild its lonely light, 

The insects of the dew-dropp*d fielde 

To its pure beame did homage yielde. 

When first I didde this Worm espye, 
Aloude I said, and with a sighe, 
'' O little Imp of Night, I see 
Semblance of Geraldine in thee.*" 
Amid the shade as it doth shyne, 
So £Eires it with Fayre Geraldine. 

This Worm beneath the leaf doth hyde, 
Desyring not to be espied ; 
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Katheless it yieldeth, all so brighte, 
A jewel to emblazon night : 
And thus on this dark Worlde do shyne 
The wit and charmes of Geraldine. 



BALLADE ON THE VIOLET. 

SwEETE Infant of the Fielde, myne eye 
Doth joye thy modest form to meet, 

For thou goode news dost say ; 
How Winter, with his horrid yell, 
Hath bid at laste his rude farewell, 

And borne his blasts away. 

While Wynter his wilde rule did spli^^ 
Thou couldst not show thy tender head, 

But from his rage didst hide ; 
And Golden Cup, and Primrose pale, ■ 
Did peeping tremble in their vale, 

And eke the Daisie pied. 

The surly wight your robes had tome, 
And on his wings of tempest borne, 
And scattered through the skies : 
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But now the gentle Zephyr's breath 
Doth whisper, " There's no dread of death ;** 
And bids you fearless rise. 

Sweet is thy lot, O little Flower ! 
like Man thou dost not life devour, 

Well pleased on dews to dine, 
Of Heaven^s pure balm to make thy fare : 
What pity 'tis, we cannot share 

An innocence like thine ! 



BALLADE 

TO A FISH OF THE BROOKS. 

Why flyestthou away, with fear? 
Trust me,^ there's nought of danger near ; 

I have no wicked hooke. 
All covered with a snaring bait, 
Alas ! to tempt thee to thy fate. 

And dragge thee from the brooke. 

harmless Tenant of the Flood, 

1 do not wish to spill thy blood ; 
For Nature unto theo 
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Perchance hath given a tender wife. 
And children dear, to charme thy life, 
As she hath done for me. 

£njoy thy streame, O harmless Fish ! 
And when an Angler, for his dish, 

Through gluttony's vile sin. 
Attempts, a wretch, to pull thee out ; 
God give thee strength, O gentle Trout, 

To pull the raskall in ! 



TO THE LARK. 

• » 

O LITTLE harbinger of day, 

Who welcomest the blushing light ! 

With glee I list thy cheerful lay, 
Sweet recompence for dreary night* 

0*er j&dr Astrsa's rosy bowV^ 

Go, tuneful sprite, and wave thy wing : 
Go, charm Astrasa's morning hour ; 

To her thy choicest ditties sing. 
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And, if thou please that peerless Queen, 
Thrice-lucky were thy little voice ; 

For, when Astraea gladde is seen, 
Her smile doth all the World rejoice. 



ANCIENT SIMPLICITY. 

Folk be too fond of mounting Fortune's wheel ; 

And, though she humbletb thousands in the muck, 
Ambition's flame their brenning bosoms feel : 

Pardie ! they must crawl up, and try their luck. 

But, when aloft y themselves they scarcely know, 
DespitefuU squinting on the World below : 
So, when they tumble, none lament their thrall ; 
But grin, and point their finger to their fall. 

To show that I am now not uttering lies, 
111 tell a little tale in Esop guise : — 
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THE YOUNO CROWS AND THE YOUNG WREV8. 

A Crow upon a lofty tree 

Did build her sticky nest ; 
And Younglings did she bring to light. 

In number five at least 

One morning, on a sommer's day, 
Did peep eche youngling Crpw, 

And spied upon a brambling-bush 
Some youngling Wrens below. 

These simple Wrens in happy glee 

Did spread their little wing ; 
And, lightsome, hopp'd firom bush to bush, 

And merrily did sing. 

" Poor humble creatures f cried the Crows ; 

'' Eche is a beggar wight : 
Look up to us^ and se^ our state; 

Our house's lofty hight y 

■ 

'' TVe look into the beamy skies, 
While you through hedges wade : 

}Fe gaze upon the morning sun, 
While ye are lost in shade. 
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" Poor imps, depaite, nor here offend ; 

Take off eche selie face : 
This hill was only made for Crows ; 

Then do not us disgrace. 

" If you do not this region quit. 
We'll dung upon you soon." — 

The smiling Wrens made answer none, 
But trill'd their little tune. 

Short time had pass'd, when suddenly 

Grim Boreas 'gan bowl ; 
The thunder crack'd, the lightning Sash'd, 

And frighted Man and Fowl. 

While thus the dredefiill thunder crack'd, 
. And lightning broad did Sash ,* 
The limb whereon the Crows were perch'd 
Did give a sudden crash. 

Down came the limb, and with it down 

Did tumble eche young Crow : 
Some broke their legs, and some their wiogi» 

And dult-ful luok'd below. 
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*Twas now the time for Wrens to jeer; 

So forth did fly the train, 
And, twittering, saw with smiles the Crows 

All sprawling on the plain. 

Then taunting, an arch Wren began : 

" Sir Crows, of high renowne, 
Ye came, by this your dirty trim, 

All in a hurry down : — 

'' And by the looke of all your limbs, 

And feathers sous'd with rain, 
It will be some small time before 

Your graces mount again. 

*^ Proud fooles, how seUe ye descend 

From skies to dirty fens ! 
Thank Heaven, with ha^es we're content, 

And happy to be wrens/* 



VOL.'I^, 
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TO AUTHORS 

THAT ENDITB ON THE PASSION OF LOVE. 

Ye who do songs of Love endite, 
Knoweth not well of that ye write, 

Sith ye nere with the passion strove : 
Go moan, and hide in groves, and sighe, 
Adore her name, and wish to dye ; 

And then ye well may wryte of Love. 

But ye may answer make, aod cry, 
" Where is the object for our sigh ? 

Who is the Mayde may make hearts pine ?"- 
Ah, did ye nroer marke a Mayde 
That wandereth in Windsor shade ? 

Them leanie, it is Fayre OeraUJine. 

SVBEV. 
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, BALLADE. 

t 

When Summer's bloome did paynte my cheeke, 

I thought of Frendsbip's tye ; 
Of Frendship I could onely speke^ 

Unweting so was I : — 

But now I fynde this grievous truthe, 
That Frendship is the Dream of y out he. 

Although I loved the fayrest Mayde, 

My Ladye I would yield, 
To give a Frend a hand of aid, 

And be that Frend's bold shield. 

« 

Alas ! I mete with no return : 

For Love I mete with Hate ; 
Instead of Smyle, myne eyes do moume 

With early Tears and late. 

Frendship^s a Sunne, I whilom sayd, 

That warmeth every harte ; — 
But now, that hartes of Ice are made, 

Whiche Winter's colds emparte. 



IS 
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Frendship, sayd I, a forme doth boast, 
A Gyant's forme, I ween ; — 

But nowe I see him a poore Ghost, 
With pale and dreary mien. 

Then let no Mynstrell, in his song, 
Of Frendship take the parte ; 

Syth 'tis a vertue of the tongue, 
But never of the harte. 



ODES. 



TO CYNTHU IN TOWN. 

Cynthia, the Dryads are in tears. 
Because thou visit'st not their groves ; 

The Graces grieve, and Cupid swears, 
And very sullen look the Loves. 

The Naiads through the vales declare 
No rill of theirs shall purl away ; 

The Lark too scorns to mount in air, 
And vows to keep his nest all day. 

The Sun resolves to hide his head. 
And blot his lustre from the skies ; 

Yet that were little loss indeed, 

While we possessed that pair of Eyes. 

Well then, to pique thee, from each Lay, 
From all my lines. 111 blot thy name. — 

*^ Aye, do,'' I hear thee smiling say ; 
^* And blot what only gives tbtem/ame.'' 
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ODE. 

The Poet describeth tfae former and present State of his Wishes. 

Tempora mtdanttar. 

Courtiers are jast so m&ny Goats^ OitX leap 

From rock to rock upon the cloud-capp'd steep^ 

That overhangs a sea that foams around ; 

Slip but a foot, souse / down they arfe, aiid drown'd. 

Yet how folks i^cramble, 'oile and all, 

To mount the ridge, tad get a fill ! 

I own, I've listened to Athbitiota's tales ; 

Sigh'd for Life's mountainsy and di^ddn'd its tales: 

My youngling ears taost gfeedy drank her story. 
With Kings and Queens, Lord ! how was 1 in love 
Tried to make wings (alas ! I vainhf strove), 

(Poor fly !) to buz withia their orbs pf ^/<tirf^. 

Yes, vain were my endeavours all ; 

ft 

And still am I ordain'd to crtxwly 

Although 80 10% in my Rhyme. 
Heavens ! how my fibres felt *the rack, 
When Pye obtained the Royal sfeck, 

And PaiMns smootiiy the Ode miCd thiUml 
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Thus can't I to the Palace go^ alack ! 
All the Court crazalers would be on my back ; 
Biting and scratching, nibbling, swarming : 
A circumstance, alas ! alarming. 

There would be Liverpool, I do suppose, 
And Cardigan, and Salisbury, and Rose, 
Making a diabolic rout : 
" Off with him ! torn the fellow oot!" 

Cut off from Cesar and his Wife, 
I pass of solitude a life ; 

To Cynthia's beauty tune the willing Lyre ; 
And, while I gain her lovely smile 
(The sweetest that adorns our isle), 

I feel for Courts no more a fierce desire : — 

So little raptured with a royal mieriy 
I would not give one pin to kiss a queen. 



ODE ON THE ANCIENTS. 

" All has been said ; the Wortd 'has nought to yield ; 

Alas ! there's nothing new beneath the sun : 
The Ancients with their hooks have reap'd the field ; 

All that can be imagined, has been done. 
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The Ancients for the Modems were too stout : 
Yes ; the deep mine of knowledge is work'd out"— 

So cries the World : but who are these that speak? 
Men of no nvt, moat wonderfully weak. 
If things are so, why what a fete is mine ! 
Lord help the Muse ! she never penn'd a line. 

Reap the whole Field ! not half on't, I'll be sworn : 
They've only taken a few Sheaves of Com. — 
The Mine exhausted ! Poh ! Ill hear no more ; 
They've only gather'd a few Grains of ore. 

Appear but Genius, Genius soon will find 
New matter to improve and charai mankind ; 

Teach on the wildest heath the rose to blow : 
Genius, the Rod of Moses at the rock, 
Shall, by a magical and happy stroke, 

Bid the rich stream of wit and wisdom flow. 

The Brains of men, in general, are a Pool 
Wrapp'd in death-stillness, comfortably dull ; 

like motionless poor Lethe, void of spirit. 
But now and then (like Milton, for example. 
Or Sbakspeare, each indeed a beauteous sample), 

Into existence ])ops a wiglit of merit ; — 
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An Ocean, lo, bis brare Ideas rise, 

That mounts, and with its thunders shakes the skies. 



ODE 

TO AN TmFORTVNATE PRINCESS. 

Shall Virtue feel the cruel blow, 
Her tears to earth unheeded flow, 

Her soul unheard complain ? 
Say, will no Muse proclaim the wrong? 
Why sleeps the thunder of her Song, 

While Pit^ mourns in vain ? 

With every beauty to inspire 

Of Love the soft and chaste desire, 

And bless the nuptial tie ; 
With every gentler charm of mind ; 
Can Fate, to peerless worth unkind, 

Condemn thy heart to sigh ? 

Without a fiiend, in soothing sttain, 
To steal thy bostHn from its pain, 
I hear thy plaintive vclce : 



r 



And bear the snails of Eavy hiss ; 
Wlulei happy at &y vanbh'd bibs, 

The imps of Hell rejoice. 

Yet through the cloud that hides thy head, 
By Calumny's foul venom spread, 

I mark a golden ray : 
Time on his wing (for Justice reigns), 
To calm thy life's tempestuous scenes, • 

Shall waft the smiles of May. 

Hark ! to suppress the swelling tear, 
A voice prophetic hails thine ear : 

" Thy Babe shall rule adored ; 
On Britain's throne, to crown her fame, 
The shouts of Millions shall proclaim 

Elizft^ reign restored." 



ODE TO ST. CEaUA. 

O Goddess of the Hunefel choir, 
I'puii my knees 1 must desire 
Ytni'U. rave VQur tustmnient a smurt jvbatian: 
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Happy am I a Band to meet, 
To give my ears a pretty treaty 
And fill my heart with sweetest animation. 

I like an Overture, I needs must own ; 

Of Music 'tis a very noble dish : 
But here's the devil ; while some with solemn groan 

Bawljleshy lo, others ate tystMianng^h ; 
Rending with sounds of Babel our poor ears, 
Much like the noises olT'the Sutts and Bears ^. 

Proud on his ttimbler nei^bbur to iadtaiioe, 
Like Elephants that fmn wocdd learn to donoe^ 
The Double Bass attempts his awkward jigs, 
Grunting and Bnuffling like a Sow aad Pigs. 

Ambitious, this most labouring Bass 
Gives to the Violoncello chase, 

fFho on the Tenor presses like the Wind, 
Who presses closely on the Second Fiddle, 
fVho presses sharply on First Tweedle-tweedle, 

JVho leaps the briige^ and leaves them all behind. 

Alas ! are these the modes to melt the soul, 
Sooth every sigh, and every care control ? 

• At the Stock Exchance. 
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If this be Music, let me leave the riot. 
And be the World of Quavers ever quiet f 



PETER'S TRIUMPH, 



TO THE BfUSE. 



Muse, we have finished now our Odes, 
And verily the Songs of Gods ; 

But let me tell thee, Muse, (and much it pains,) 
That those great traffickers in wardsj 
Those high and mighty pompous Lords 

The Booksellers, will barely give me grains. 

s 

" Hogs^ wash is good enough," they cry : 
Thus can I neither roast nor fry. 

'Tis hard that my poor mental mill 
Is never suffered to lie still ; 

Such, such indeed the avarice of the clan : 
Forced, every minute of the hour. 
To grind forsooth for them thej^r. 

And feed myself, alas ! upon the bran. 
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Hard b their bridle : Lord ! with pain I shrink; 

Too hard upon my bleeding jaws they pull. 
What shame that they, the lazy imps, should drink 

Claret and Burgundy from my poor scull ; 
And, with a saucy mortifying sneer, 
Bid me be happy upon dead smaU-beer! 

I boast one consolation, I allow; 

My name will never be forgotten : 
MHien to Posterity I make my bow, 

Those rogues are in oblivion rotten. 



I 
^ 



POETICAL EPISTLE 

TO 

BENJAMIN COUNT RUMFORD, 

KNIGHT OF THE WHnX EAOLB, tEC 4ec 



Mu9B, at the soond of*' Rmniord* rmm tliy foice. 
And bid oor Kitcbeo-iiiiiiitDre rgoiee. 
Though aeut our store, a hempen Sttwg (afaidL ! 
The afanple tobstitote for spit and jackX 
A Knife and Fork, a Dish, a Spoon, and Flatter, 
Shall stir their stomps, and make a joral datter ; 
The Broom shall hop, as merry as a grig; 
And, pleaded, the dainty Dishcloat dance a jig. 



EPISTLE 



TO 



COUNT RUMFORD. 



The Bard whose Harp immortalized the Louse, 
For which he ne*er received a single souse; 
Praised Madame Schwellenberg in lofty style, 
For which he never gain'd a single smile*; 

« nioiigh I have bere accnsed dm Lady of ingniiiMde; peifaaps, if her last 
Will and Testament were to be sem, I naght alter my opinion. Where it this 
Win, I wonder? Why does it not appear at Doctoral Commons ? Is it aduuned 
to $km iiefeee? What has it done with the pemrli and diawowdf, presents firom 
the poor persecuted family of Hastings? Is it with the Taylor in Pimlico, to 
whom her poor body was sent about an hour or two after the soul had forsaken 
its tenement? Should not this Will be publicly odnerHmdl Am 1 certain that 
it doth not contain some AowlsoMe tefMsf , at least a taMfer mcaiorBal, to am, who 
(she very well knew) must lofsawcft by her deoiik? Is this ao unreasonable con- 
jecture ? I know the WUl has been rand, and I know porft of it.. OyeposrRe- 
latkms of Ifaibme ScfaweUenberg, now crawling in piteous plight m obscure 
holes in Genmoiy, must ye fififrit the fittle pittance bequeathed, if ye ittn 
approach Gnat Britain? S^ndi was a cruel clause of the Willl-Had ye emtrngk 
to parctos momwbig, O ye poor dtmvpomiei Rektions of Madame SchweUen- 
beiy? Perinps ye m«fat have been troMooome had ye come to England. If 
so, things are best as they are. 

OL. V. ^ 
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Gave to eternity the shaven group, 

Yet never saw a ladle-full of soup ; 

Praised thankless Lords besides, and Knight and Squire; 

Now to a Yankey tunes the willing Lyre : 

Spite of th' ingratitude of Cooks and Kings, 

Strikes to Count Rumfbrd s tuneful name the strings ; 

Who from his favourite little Rumford* came» 

To build on smoke his fortune and his fame. 

Muse^ at the sound of " Rumford" raise thy voice, 
And bid our Kitchen-furniture rejoice. — 
Though scant our store, a hempen String (alack ! 
The simple substitute for spit and jack), 
A Knife and Fork, a Dish, a Spoon, and Platter, 
Shall stir their stumps, and make a jovial clatter ; 
The Broom shall hop, as merry as a grig ; 
And, pleased, the dainty Dishclout dance a jig ; 
Expressing thus in gratitude their souls 
To him whose wisdom saves us pecks of coals, 
And means (for Pitt's damn'd taxes this require) 
To teach us soon to roast without afire. . 

• Once an oAwwv '^HHaife, in North America ; bnt fortonately iRKMtiMtod by 
the nativity of the Connt, who indeed drew his fint breath there: and aftei^ 
wards, in quality of a Pedai^gne, immorfaUsed it by his ^/bneimiaih powers ; 
teadring litfle Children to read, spell, and write, with the most consnmmate 
a6tlt<y. 
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Friend to thy iame (and may it last thee long l\ 
Though George and Banks |^w jealous of the Song ; 
Howe'er its praise may wound 4ome courtly folk, 
That Song shall thunder tx) the Man of Smoke. 

Knight of the Dishclout, wheresoever 1 walk, 
I hear thee, Rumford, all the kitchen- talk : 
Note of melodious cadence on the ear, 
Loud echoes " Rumford" here, and "Rumford" there. 
Lo, every parlour, drawing-room, I see. 
Boasts of thy stoves, and talks of nought but thee. 
Yet not alone my Lady and young Misses, 
The Cooks themselves could smodier thee with kisses : 
Yes ; Mistress Cook would spoil a goose, or steak. 
To twine her greasy arms around thy neck. 
Through Newspaper, through Magazine, Review, 
Happy mine eyes thy splendid track pursue ; 
Thy sage Opinion in each Journal read, 
A vein of Silver 'midst a load of Lead. 

High o'er the wondering World Vanbutchell tow'rs, 
And on the ruptured Mob his trusses pours. — 
High-mounted Katerfelto and his Cat, 
Proud of the voice of Fame, in glory sat. — 
High o'er the World the mighty Merlin sits, 
Though much of gall his Jealous mouth emits r 

K 2 
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Endeavouring^ lo, thy name's bright beam to shade, 
The Wizard swears that thou hast stol'n his trade * ; 
Leam'd from his matchless art to conjure up, 
From shades below, a shilling's*worth of soup ; 
And meanest on other tricks to put thy pattes ; 
Plunder chair-yelping Curs, and squalling Cats, 
With all their love-songs of sweet execution, 
To please and lull the Royal Institution. — 
High o'er the World Sir Joseph soars sublime. 
The great and fertile subject of my Rhyme. — 
Yet higher thou shalt mount, whose angry toe 
Kick'd from thy shop the Hero of Soho ; 
And, aiming too at Garnet's luckless crown. 
Didst, with thy leaden Journal, knock him downf: 
For who with sage opiniofi dares appear, 
While Rumford's mouth of Oracles is near ? 
Behold the Elector bowing to his merit ! 
Bavaria owns his beggar-hunting spirit ; 
Who, when poor Munich trembled, almost lost, 
With godlike ardour pierced the Egyptian host, 

• Indeed Mr. Alerlin has Mumingijf just caiue of cmiphnnt; hot at the wrndt 
«f those great nieo are forprisuigly ttmOor, why nuiy not a eomeidenee of thought 
occasionally take pbice, and prodace similar dilcoMrtei? 

t Sir Joseph Banks is benA JitU ousted ; and poor Garnet, a most ingeniom 
rhvmiBt, was attached for a difference in opmion. 
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And seized (which history must ever note), 
And seized — a daring Gipsey by the throat ; 
And gave him (what such bravery can reward r), 
And gave him — to the Serjeant of the guard * : 

• Here I mnil beg pardon of niy Readen for violttii^ Hiitoiy. Tbe Connt 
■Kgfatlj uyi, thit at Ae bead of tlie Elector** troopt he made bat m Oipsey 
Hi priMiBer, and that he only It^pcii hiin on tbe ibonlder, Sncb is the Connrt 
maitahi. A Heroia the taatman in the world to ipcak afhii owDezploiti; btit 
kt Be qtwle the Comfi o*d wwda, who, like Cenr, can write ai weU as 

" New^year^ D»y ." "*y" (he Connt in his History, " having from time imme- 
morial been conBdercd in Bsvaiia aa a day pecnliariy Mt apart for giving atani, 
■Ml tbe Be^an never failing to be all ont on that occasion; I chose that 
moment, ai bonf the moat laTOBiable to my •ptrattow. Early in the moitdng 
of tbe fint of Jwmary, one thOBHod ae*en bandied and mnety, tbe Ufficeri 
and Non-eommiMioned Officerg of tbe three Re^ments of lubntry in garnton 
were stationed In the different itreets, where tbey were directed to wait for 
fiailitr trdcrt, 

" IbTing in tbe mean time assembled at my lodgings the Fleld-olScen and all 
the dnef Magistrates of the town, I made them tcquainted with my intention, 
to proceed that my morning to tbe pxecntion of a plan I bad formed, for 
tdmg up tki Btggan; and asked their immediate osiistBiKC. 

"To show tbe Pabbe Ibat it wia not my wish to carry tbismeaaore intoexC' 
cntion by iBsMivy/srE* alone (whkh might hare Tendered die measore odioa*), 
bnt that I was disposed to show all htfmug i^trtttei to tibe einl antbority, I 
begged tbe Magistrate* to accompany me, and the Field^Kcen of tbe garrison, 
in tbe execatioo of the first and mut t^ktilt part of the undertaking, that of 
gntMug tine Beggan. TU* they most mdity cfmsented to, and we imme- 
dialrly taiUti imt into tbe street ; myself acfnmpmied by (be chief M^istrate 
of the town, and each Dt tbe FVIit^fficen by an inferior Hagisttate. We were 



A 
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\ 

For which th' Elector deck'd the Man of Stove 
With true-blue ribbons, and the Bird of Jove. 
Great Man, whose power inventive daily rakes 
Balin from a bog, and dinners from a jakes*! 

hardly got into the street, wheo we were accosted by a Beggnr, whoaaked as 
for ataw. I went u|k to hin, and, h^im^ my hand gently oa his shoulder, told 
biffly ironi heaoefovwards bagging voald not be perwdUed in Monich. I then 
delivered him over to the Orderly Seo^ant; and then, turning la the Oficem 
an4 Magistrates who accon^ianied me, I hegge4 they would Uke mUee thai i 
had m^aeif, wUh my mto Adadt, arrested the first Beggar !" Uc^Vid» the 
Count's Essays, vol. L p. 41. third edition. 



Such is the Count's ekgmi and aarvoM aaimtife of that gioHoiis day which 
emancipated Mmuch fkom the %raMiy of the Beggaial With tte Hero of aBti> 
qaity, the Count Ramford may not only say, Vem^ viM^ vm» but BMieover aA4 
teriptit to increase the catalogue of hiatM^addra. 

• His first and grand object being to complete the sum total of human happi- 

excre-i 

mentitious parts of human food and fuel, as well as from many hitherto shame- 
fully neglected nohrroi productunu, to derive a wholesome^ and pleasing, and 
nutritious diet There is a filthy old proverb (that I cannot repeat), inatractmg 
people how to grow rich; and which proverb, tboii|^ treated aa ludicrous by 
our ancestors, will be soon pronounced a serious economical maxim. After 
many kborioaa days and sleepless nights, the Count has at last succeeded hi the 
detectioD of that grand daridcrafam ^^sreandsJNM the days of the great Bffar- 
thraa SciiUens, vie. the extraction ef imifiiaaii from caam^Mni; so that any 
genHensan BMy itoia up kMtmdUghi for the Winter, in the same way m* is 
preserved for the SnaMier. This ftNrtnaato diseovety (it vriO be ohaerved) 
supersedes all his former methods of saving Ibel; and consequently piechides aB 
fartherveaearcbes in the f saia iMert sw of sawfce , nd the c a mwri i a of $oti fate 
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Great man, whose fertile genius could contrive 
To soften rocks, and^j^ the flints oEve ; 
And make (though Envy unbelieving grins) 
Pouches and handsome purses of their skins : 
Nay more (but yet, methinks, a dangerous hint) 
To perfect Jelly turn the hardest Flint* : — 
For hence an inconvenience may arise ; 
To this discovery rogues will turn their eyes : 
The felons dread, for robbery, murder, rape, 
Will eat their various dwellings^ and escape; 

• With a maduDe wbich the Coant inTented on the Continent, hejb^ Fliatiy 
and, by an alkali mi gmurit, couTerts them into paUitable Sonps and Jellies : 
and he b now carrfing on a pvoceas lor preparinfi^ their duns to make fones 
for sach as have money, and tohacoyonchcs for sach as have nmie. 

The philosophical tinkers and beUows^menders, whose ideas he has generoosly 
adopted, make kettles, saucepans, fryuig-pans, sahunanders, skillets, stewen, 
roasten, toasters, &c. &c. of the most astooirilittg and nohean^of powers ; 
some of these ntensib rendeiinf Shoe-leather as masticable as 3eeMeaks, and 
the toughest Hotse-hide as tender as the best Veal in Leadenhall-market By 
a litUe higher charge of heat, bonea, hair, horns, hoof, shells, and daws, are 
reduced to a JOif; and chapped straw, bean4insk8, polatoe-skins, &c. are 
tnmed mto palatable jpooa-meol. The extensiTe use and application of these 
inventions, especially in the present times of famine, most be obvious to the in> 
telligent. Already the workmen are so ihr reconciled to this new species of 
food, that they begin to make theo^MlTet canibrtabla mamet of their old aprons 
and leather breeches. In short, the Count is not without hopes of introduciDf 
ttie animal food of the ancient and modem Scythians, and the more cooling 
vegetable diet of King Nebncfaadiieittr. 
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Taught by thine art of turning stones to JelUeSy 
Fly with the walls of Newgate in their bellies. 

Great man^ whose tinkers form, from various metals, 
Grillers and broilers, salamanders, kettles, 
Steamers and bakers, frying-pans and stewers. 
Skillets and saucepans, roasters, toasters, brewers ; 
Some blest indeed with such stupendous pow'r. 
Shall change old shoes to beef in half an hour ; 
And turn, amidst the wonders of the shop, 
The tinker's apron to a mutton chop. 
Bones, oyster-shells, and hair, and hoofe, and claws, 
Shall form too jellies for the nicest jaws : 
Thus shall the cuckold who his honours scorns, 
Bless his dear Wife, and &tten on his horns. 

Great King of Fire, who know'st the powers of meat, 
And know'st how necessary *tis to eat ; 
And yet, not only eat, but eat with pleasure^ 
Without one bit of boltings quite at leisure; 
By which slow movement in the mastication, 
Millions may soon be saved to this poor Nation ! 
What gratitude, what thanks, to thee are due. 
Instructing a great Empire how to chea? ! 
In Workhouses, where ignorance abounds, 
And all the Poor, voracious, feed like Hounds, 
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Sharp Overseers shall at the table stand. 

And give the word, with serjeant-like command ; 

Thus will their crackling Jaws in concert chime. 

And, like a Hdler's Elbow, move m time. 

Oh ! if I too might cater for the belly. 

Old Fiddle-strings should make us Vermicelli ; 

Cockchaffers, with a very trifling art, 

Compose a Pie, at least a pretty Tart ; 

Soap-suds to Syllabubs and Trifles change, 

And Bullock's Lights and Livers to Blamange ; 

And Sheep's-dung, without quantities of studying, 

Glean'd from the fields, produce a fine Plum-pudding. 

A wool-stufi^d Pin-cushion would make a Pufi^, 

And Tripe start forth firom Breeches of old Buff; 

And, with Sir Joseph's leave, with Fish mi^t pass 

His Fleas, hisjitvourite Fleas, for Lobster-sauce*. — 

But what an insolence in me to prate ! 

Pretend to him to open Wisdom's gate, 

Who spurns Advice, like Weeds, where'er it springs, 

Disdaining counsel, though it comes finom kings'^ ! 

• The experimentd dimien prm na ed by tiie Comity are expected by tibe 
Memben of the Royal Institotion with ^eat avidity. Gn$94fnH, JUni-amipt 
Jrkaueed letUher-hreechei, tiewed M $koes, &c. &c. will soon be forth-coming; 
set on the taUe too by antomaticai waiter^ to the vast titrprUe and huinuim 
of an beholders. 

t Here I miut beg leave to qmarrd with the Count Althoogh a man may, 
like the Coont, poasess extrmordmaqf mietted, and although a man may ]^ the 
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Yet say, why Physic from thy house exclude* ? 
On physic ponder, what a public good ! 
Hygeia weeps, poor Nymph, to be neglected : 
Shame on thee ! let the fair-one be protected. 
Of physic didst thou never own the skill } 
Say, did ^y purity ne'er need v^pUl? 
Go, go, harangue the Members, goad *em, goad 'em, 
And make them send away for Doctor Brodum ; 
Or Doctor Meyrsbach, who with sapience sees 
A mighty Empire fall by toasted chuse : 
Or doughty Doctor Solomon inyite, 
Who cuts the talons of Disease, the Kite, 
That hovering, threatening, spread abroad, prepare 
To lug us GbaUogs to the fields of air. — 
And why Divinity be banish'd, pray ? 
Souls are of some importance^ let me say. 
In God's name, send a card to Rowland Hill, 
Who to a tittle knows his Maker's will : 
The film of darkness banish'd finom his eyes, 
He kens the darkest secrets of the skies ; 



taf >4re of WMifir, nemllieieM it tt Mmwvm to tit«ft te opi^^ 

with cotttenpt The GoaBtk cowlint aaieitioii n, *" I never was ^t in the 

wrong: I know eveiy ttung.* QinntiQ(tliiitDbetnie,tfaedecbntiontti 



u 



AH d i w nwi u n reirtife to lU^itn uA Medidne wJ becnwfa%«)wMed,- 
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Of Cherubim and SerapUm the Host, 
As though they wrote the Purscm every post. 
Hill knows what Satan does^ and tneans to do ; 
Knows all the plottings of th' infernal crew ; 
The toolsy the tortures for a sinful soul ; 
* And what the^re to roast it, wood or coaL 

Oh, while Mechanics hold with thee a sway, 
And blacksmiths, tinkers, hammer it away ; 
While such obtain thy smile (a lucky lot), 
Let not ingefdous Aris be forgot 
To shine a worthy Member, Aris sig^ ; 
Aloft his excellency lifts his eyes : 
Pitt's bosom-friend, oh grant him then his pray V, 
Whose Gags and Handcufl^ wondrous jvorth declare ; 
Whose whips of tiongj to radiant wire allied. 
Tickle with neatest touch the human hide. 

With rapture have I visited thy house. 
And marvell'd at thy vast extent of pwf. 
Thanks to thy care, that, *midst its ample round, 
Soup, tea and toast, and coffee, may be found ; 
And wine, and punch, and porter ; fresh ning draught. 
Mending the monstrous wear and tear of thought*. 

* " To render the house of the Institntion more plenant ind agreeable to 
such Proprieton and Sobscriben as freqoeot it, in additional room haahteh^ 
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Thus a new birth shall Rumford s glory tell, 
And from its bowels spring a grand Hotel. 

Yet, 'mid thine House*s philosophic glooms. 
Since Conversation has its private rooms, 
Extend the thought, by Love delicious led ; 
And give of Graham the celestial bed. 
In would Subscriptions like a Torrent pour : 
Nymphs of delight would leave each Cyprian bower ; 
The Bond-street Loungers to thy call repair, 
And form, like Smithfield, a perpetual fair. 

Say, canst thou make (whose brains have not their 

fellows) 

Fire blow itself without a pair of bellows ? 

Soon shall we see a Haunch, with equal wit, 
Turn round and roast itse^mthout a spit; 

been set epert for their private and exclosive use : this has been called the 
ConTenation Room, and is disthigfiiished by an inscription over the door. As 
conrenation in the Reading Rooms coold not (ail to inteimpt those who read, 
the Managers are confident that all those who freqnent the boose will be so 
sensible of the reasonableness of the regulation, as to abstain from conversatioa 
in the Reading Rooms when any penon engaged in reading is present. 

" To render the Conyersation Room still more useful and agreeable, it will 
be furnished with a coUectiou of good maps; and, as soon as some necessaiy 
previous anangements (which arc now actually making) shall be finished, those 
who frequent this room will be furnished, at the most reasonable prices, from 
the Housekeeper's Room below, with soaps of various kinds, tea, cofiee, cho- 
colate, and other refreshments."- Vide the Cmntf's Jmtrwd. 
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Fish without frying-pans come hot and hot. 
And Dumplings bml themselves without a pot. 
Nay more. Automata shall rise : I see 
A Pin pursue, and pierce the nimble Flea ; 
Now in the bedstead old, oi in the rug, 
^Pluck from its lurking-hole the wounded Bug. 
Untouch' d, the Handkerchief shall wrap the nose ; 
Untouch* dy the Pen-knife cut the corn-clad toes ; 
UntoucKdy the Comb the vermin tribe assail, 
And Scissars opening clip the finger-nail : 
The Soap unaided the rich suds shall spread. 
And Razors trimly shave the beard and head : 
Formal as Pitt, the Treasury-bench sbdll rise, 
And, bowing, ope the Budget for sullies; 
The Church's Desk put forth its pious prayers. 
And Lincoln's Pulpit preach like Parson Nares*. — 
Great man, the culinary tactics studying 
Instructing Worlds to ea/ a Hasty-puddingf ! 



• A stemieh ftickUiig Fmoii for pr^enmady the mImUim of souls, and tho 
tfofe. Newspapers, PwnpUets, Magaaiiies, Reviem^ Ballads, &c. proelaiflB 
the merits of oar UneolnViiui Pkeaclier. The Pnlpit itself is a weekly wit- 
ness of his various enthnaasin. He does not yet deem himself projwrly remn- 
neiuled: is there uothoiip asora for the poor fivov Priest? 

t ^ Tlie Hasty-pudduig betog wpntd eai eqimOf en a pltU^ while hot, an en- 
cavation is made in the mtddZtf ^tt, with a spoon: into which excavation a 
piece of batter, as laige as a nntmeg, is put; and upon it a spoonful of brown 
sugar, or, aisrr f oai i usw ly , molasses. The butter, bemg soon eielfsd by the ke^ 
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To thee poor Poets shall their offerings bring, 

■ 

Who roasty like Tne^ tiieir victuals by a string ; 

All struggling with a laudable intention, 

Who best shall praise thee for thy vast inv&ition. 

And since thy skill (believe ine not in joke) 

Contriveth traps to catch our London smoke ; 

Soon, very soon, mayst thou proclaim aloud 

(Rare news for fiurmers), traps to catch a cloud. 

Quick on his prisoner Hob will lay hb hands, 

And tap his watry bdly for the lands ; 

And thus our Parsons will be saved the pain 

Of putting Heaven in mind to send down rain. 

Oh why will Scandal thus let loQse her tongue ; 
And call the voice of Knowledge, Folly's song ? 
Great are the beauties of association : 
What charming union, soi^ and conoersatian, 

of the pudding, mizes with the mgv or motasses, and forms a nnce ; whiek^ 
being cM^liMd in the t xt t tiMiwn nuide fbt it, occnpies tiie middle of the )>late« 
Hie Po d dmy k then etUm wHh-a ipoen ; each tpoonfol of it Itdug dipt toto 
tlic mire, beibre it hamitd to the mottth: care Mig-JM, ia t0kmg^wp^t» 
htgm on the outside, or mtt the brim of tiie {Mft; and to apinoach tiie csaffv 
by rqpilar a dr aa c es, in srdflr not to dawaitsi too soan the excavation utaich 
fbnns the reserroir Ibr the sanoe." 
Snch ai« the Coimt*s caltanv iMCitt te rapvd to the siqr« ^a Hnsty-pnddia^. 

Nobler fcneralsMp peihaiia WM net«r exhibited by Marihoraogh, 1\u^^ 
even Buonaparte hfanaatfl 
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Assistiog each the other vilh delight \ 

Thus Babes are pleased their alphabet to Inte; 

And thus, without the harmless fraud discerning. 

With gir^erbread the urchins swallow teaming. — 

I know that Envy turns her head away, 

And calls the Institution " puppet play :" 

But, ah ! in censure people should be mUd; 

Philosophy hertelfw&s once a child. 

Yet still those rude sounds stab mice ear's poor drum ; 

" A bite, palaver, nonsente, fudge, a hum." 

In vfun Wits call tJiee (blasting thy machines) 

A walking bundle of old magazines. 

Believe me, immortality is sure ; 

Long as thy Chimneys, shall thy Praise endure : 

Oblivion ne'er shall swallow Rumford's name; 

Aloft ascending, lo, thy radiant Fame 

With thy own curling clouds of Smoke shall rise, 

And sun-like give them lustre on the skies ! — 

I know they mock thee (in their laughter loose), 

Because thou sweefst a chimney with a goose*. 

■ Tike Count certainl; la;> dum to Qie itoaMMt ofmetefAig dttmrnegt with ■ 
fa*e, by forciDK dami the iniiira] alive, wifli ■ itiing Bboot itt neck, from the 
top of the duDiney; wben the poor crcatare, by flipping itt wingi, aa it ia 
pulled np ind domi, Ka^ the loot o&Mri iu (Mtww.* hut it if n«Uy (o frU 
Jiwi^iy, DMd kIm to extingniih fire* in chimneyi, by which mcHn.* tlir Gunar 
bccanei rsorfnf ■( w optaif. No bad hint thii, (or the Count" eamQniait 
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I know the World a jealous spirit fosters. 

And christens thee the weakest of impostors ; 

'Stead of a war-horse^ one of Folly's hacks ; 

The prince, the king, the emperor y of the quacks.^ — 

Sir Joseph of thy Journals makes his sport ; 

Laughs at thy Dinners *, keeps thee from our Court, 

Or long, long since, hadst thou received commands 

To come and loufige at Levees, and kiss hands. 

Yes ; to eclipse thy blaze, behold him strain, 

And rummage the dark Coal-hole of his Brain : 

But not one knob is in it, do not doubt ; 

All, long ago (believe me), all burnt out. 

Too plain I see him (jealous of thy name), 

Try every jockey trick to pass thy fame : — 

In vain ; the Fates against the Knight combine : 

Strive as he list, the glorious race is thine. 

To snap more snakes Sir Joseph means, I know, 

And swallow alligators in Soho ; 

* Take, gentle Reader, the Comif s own words from his own Journal, on the 
aubject of what he calls Eiperimental Duiuen:— ^ In order that the Propri- 
eton and Subtcribera may be enabled to judge, from actual experiment, of the 
merit of any new method of cooking, or of any new dish, tfiat may be proposed, a 
d it ung^nom has been bnilt, and will soon be ready for oae, at the House of the 
Institution, in wliich the Managers will occasionally order expeHtneiiiQl dkmen; 
to which the Proprieton and Subscribers will be invited, as far as the accom- 
modation will admit : tiie expense of such dinners to be defrayed by those who 
partake of them.* 
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More tadpoles down hb cable gullet pour, 
Andjrogs, and butterflies a mealy showV : 
From hieroglyphics a new name he seeks ; 
And tastes, aild pores on, Babylonian bricks : 
Still, with his Squire*, the Klnight in Jancy sees 
Fame in his blankets, lobsters lodged in fleas ; 
And, swearing that in future nought shall foil 'em, 
Has order'd honest Jonas to reboil 'em. 

Unrivaird Rumford, ere I close my Song, 
Hear, hear an (yracle from Peter's tongue : — 
Great scholarship with wisdom link'd, is rarei 
Yet these unite in thee, I do declare. 
For scholars seldom are the most discerning: 
Tis true, each Priscian swallows loads of learning ; 
Yet a poor Moth (that paper-idolizer) ; 
Devouring zvity but not a zohit the wiser* 

Oh since, from every comer of our isle. 
Books court thy hand to gain thy gracious smile; 
Regard my offer, nor the trilSe slight : 
Receive a Poet's solitary mite; 

• Honest Jont Dryander, tbe the qwmMoiSir Jotepb. 
VOL. V. L 
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A Sttk iooeose to embalm thy flbrme^ 
A life exceedm^y resembling time;'--- 

Hie History of that Hero with ahonch, 

^^^ • _^ 

The laughabk, th' immaruU Water Punch* 



THE 



ISLAND OF INNOCENCE; 

A POETICAL 

EPISTLE TO A FRIENb- 



Yes; on tty limple isle, in VaaacfM eye, 
Enfyittg I often look, and often sigh : 
In fimey ioyo thy smaQ domain by day; 
And, pleated, with lliee in nightly visions stray. 
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ISLAND OF INNOCENCE, 



To thee, my Friend*, amid that peaceful Isle 
Where bounteous Nature blooms with sweetest smile ; 
Where never Winter, on his northern blast, 
Howls on the hill, and lays the valley waste. 
O'er a pale Sun the cloud of horror throws. 
And buries Nature in his vast of snows ; — 
Ah, no ! where endless Summer, ever gay. 
Opes a pure ether to the Orb of Dny ; 

• A Gentleman whom the Antlior of this Poem met liy tiie merest aecidenty 
on a smaQ Island satoaied near the Qnlf of Mexico^ W* companions were Ui 
Wife, a most lovely woman, and fonr beantiftil Chfldren; whose history wonldfoim 
an inleresting romance. Peiaecnted by their Parents for a mutual 10Te4ittad»> 
ment, tiiey finsook their pative country j( Amerkau), to seek some distant aqf> 
taun* On their voyage they were wrecked ', but fortunately escaped with thejr 
lives, and preserved their property. Findmg the little Isfamd on which they 
were tiupown, to be in possession of a few inhabitants of the most perfect sfa«. 
plidty of manners, and the most lively fnendsUp; pleased also with the salu- 
brity m vreil as the beauty and fertility of the spot; they adopted the resolution 
of passing their days In this remote comer of flie Globe; convinced that the most 
perfect happinem resides oftener in sfanplicity than in splendour, llieiropmion 
soon became realiaed : fond of the innocent Natives, and equally beloved agaiip, 
die delightful Httle Republic flourished under thehr auspices, and restored the 
Golden Age. 
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That gilds the tree, and jSower, and grassy blade, 
AaA works his threads of gold in every glade : — 
To thee, my Friend, where shrubs of incense rise,. 
And pour their grateful fragrance to the skies; 
Where rills, in wanton mazes, wind away, 
Difiusing health and plenty as they play ; 
Where the rich treasures of tiie pine reside, 
And orange-branches bend with golden pride ; 
Where, from the boughs of odour, mingled notes 
Of rapture warble from a thousand throats ; 
And, blest, from vale to vale the cooing Dove 
Wings with Hs Mate, and teaches Man to love ;— 
To thee I yield the Muse's artless line. 
And envy all the blessings that are thine* 

Yes, on thy simple Isle, in Fancy's eye. 
Envying I often look, and often sigh; 
In fancy rove thy small domain by day. 
And, pleased, with thee in nightly visions stray ; 
Behold thee happy at thy wonted toil. 
And mark the blossoms of a fruitful soil : 
While at thy side thy Julia plants the ground. 
With all her little progeny around ; 
Who study shrubs and flowers with eager eyes, 
And learn of simpk Nature to be irtie. 
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Pleased to explore the Insect world, they rovep 
Tribes of the Flood, and Minstrels of the (xrove; 
With all the varying species of the Held, 
Whose forms and lives ddi^t and wisdom yield ; 
Display the page of Providencejs plan, 
That shows his wondrous works to wondering Man. 

No wish is theirs (forbid it Heaven !) to hurt, 
To wound, and murder, a poor wretch in ^^art ; 
To lift the tube of death, with hostile eye. 
And dash a fluttering victim from his sky ; 
To bait with writhing worms the barbarous hook, 

« 

And drag the finny nation from their brook : 

Justly forbid, the cruelty to know. 

And gather pleasure from the pangs of woe. 

Blest, on their boughs, the Squirrel tribes they see, 
And call the hungry urchins from their tree ; 
Who, fearless, hastenmg at the kind command, 
Fly to their food, and court th' extended hand ; 
Now scud in playful gambols o*er the plain. 
And, fully feasted, seek their groves again. 
And now they beckon to the feather'd throng : 
Forth fly, in flocks, the little Bands of Song ; 
They hop, and chirp, and flutter round each head. 
Pleased to be call'd, and anxious to be fed. 
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At lengthy content, they flicker to their spray/ 
Adjust their plumes, and poiir the thankful Lay. 

Now, happy, to the stream they haste, to fe^ 
With liberal hand the little finny breed : 
Fearless of danger, lo, the sportive Fry 
Mount to the water's brim with watchful eye, 
And, leaping oft as urging hunger calls. 
Meet the dropp'd crumb, and catch it ere it fedls. — 
Such are the blisses of thy Girls and Boys, 
And such the blisses Innocence enjoys, 

Oh, when will Britons list to Reason's voice, 
And, changed, no more in cruelty rejoice ? 
How nobler, thus t' address the harmless Hare ! 
'* Child of the Field, oh come beneath my care ; 
Safe in thy lonely slumber pass the day, 
Along the nioonlight hills in safety stray. 
No dog is mine, nor engine that destroys ; 
Peace to thy loves, find all thy nightly joys : 
When Heaven's kind bounty made those valleys mine^ 
Heaven made the freedom of those valley3 thine.**-^ 
How nobler, to the Winter's Bird* to say ! 
" Poor stranger, welcome froip thy stormy way : 

• Hie Woodcock. 
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Drop in my groves^ enjoy the tepid springs. 

And, lodged in peace, repose thy wearied wings : 

The food and shelter of my valleys share ; 

Like me, a child of Providence's care." — 

How nobler, to the finny tribe to say ! 

'' YomB be the rills that 'midst my pastures stray. 

Enjoy your sports, enjoy the sunny beam ; 

Health form your food, and wholesome keep your stream : 

Tom be the net^ and broken be the hook, 

That wanton carry death into your brook. 

The Power who g^ve to mortals every good. 

Forgets not yatars^ his infents of the flood." 

Humanity, how few thy merits se^ ! 
How scarce the altars that are raised to thee ! 
Nymph of the tender heart, and melting eye. 
Vain o'er the savage Million is the sigh. 
Oh could thy gentle spirit more impart 
Of softness, sweetness, to the human heart ! 
But lo, by crqel Naturo led astray. 
The ruder Passions rule with boisterous sway : 
Drown'd is thy Voice ; a Zephyr's sigh, no more ; 
The murmuring Rill, 'midst Ocean's mighty roar. 

On plumes of down, my Friend, thy moments fly. 
Peace in thy heart, and pleasure in thine eye : 



iSA THE ISLAND OP INNOCENCE. 

Thy cot tliough humble, all the Virtues there 
Forbid aa entraace to a si^ or tear. 

Yes; oft in Fancy's eye thy cot I view, 
Enwrapp'd with vines, and flowers of vivid hue ; 
The pebbled avenue, the murmuring spring. 
Crowded with fearless Birds of various wing, 
That sportive, fluttering, pour the happy Lay, 
A mmgled Minstrelsy the livelong day ; 
And oft, on Fancy's ear, thy Julia's lute ; 
Whose melting sounds the soul of Pi^ suit, 
Complaining die ; and oft I hear again 
A loud, a happy, cheerful, grateful strain, 
Join'd by a little Offspring's throats, that raise 
The song of wonder in their Maker's praise. 
Sweet is the humble prayer, that Heaven implores ; 
Divine the voice, of mortal that adores. 
In fancy too I see, beneath thy care. 
The simple Natives at thy stories stare 
Of streets and churches, palaces and tow'rs, 
And busy million that through London pours ; 
And animals that stately, stout, and strong 
Drag to a rout a golden house along ; 
Alas ! with many a xowdroui sight beside, 
Begot by Luxury, and nursed by Pride. 
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Yet, fond of these our wanders j should they sigh. 
And cast to Britain's scenes a wishful eye ; 
Oh give the hbtoiy of our horrid deeds ! 
Proclaim how Love laments, and Friendship bleeds ; 
How Virtue pines, how Merit Indes the head, 
And Pity steals to tombs, to mourn the dead : 
Paint all the horrors of domestic strife. 
And ^ve the gilded snares of polish'd life ; 
Tell tales of Fortune, at whose tinsel shrine 
Fools daily kned, and for her fevour pine ; 
Who, when she yields, means only to beguile, 
Fate in her hand, and ruin in her smile. 

Oh paint our dungeons, where, with putrid breath, 
The wretch, desponding, pants, and sighs for death ! 
Paint the poor Felon, doom'd, ah ! doomed to die. 
Wan the pale cheek, and horror-struck the eye ; 
With languid limbs that droop to earth in pam, 
Press'd, loaded, labouring with a clanking chain ; 
While, on the stillness of the midni^t air. 
Sad moans the voice of Misery and Despur. 
Paint all the horrors of the midnight shade; 
Theft's iron crow, and Murder^s reeking blade. 
Piunt the poor Objects that we hourly meet, 
The Wrecks of Beauty, crowding every street ; 
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Daughters of Innocence, ere Demon Art 
Won on the weakness of too soft a heaii ; 
And doom'd to bfamy the tender kiss, 
Due to pure love alone and wedded bliss. 
Paint Courts, whose sorceries, too seducing, bind 
In chains, in shameful slavish chains, the mmd ; 
Courts, where unblushing Flattery finds the way, 
And casts a cloud o'er Truth's eternal ray. 
And quote the Sage who courts had serv'd and known * 
'^ O Crassus, let me fly, and live alone : 
Though much I love thee, let our commerce end, 
Nor from hb solitude recall thy friend. 
Thanks to the Gods, my servile hours are o'er ; 
And, oh, let Memory mention courts no more !" 

Behold the Courtier ; there the eye surveys 
A Willow crawling to each form with ease :— 
But mark the man in rigid virtue bred ; 
An Oak, in majesty he lifts the head i 
Asserts hb freedom, base control defies, 
And towering hides his branches in the skies. 
Friend of my heart, nor let thy sail unfold. 
To court Peru with all her hills of gold; 



• ApliilotovlwratmedAleandtf.lteftieBdQrCnMia. 
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Nor court her sister Mexico, whose ore, 
Possess'd by Demons, curses every shore : 
The splendid Mischief usher'd to thy vale, 
What but B, plague that taints with death the gale?. 
Too sootn the Imp would blast the sacred scene, 
And damn of Innocence the cherub reign : 
Fam^, Justice, own th' omnipotence of gold ; 
Nay, blushing Modesty herself is sold. 
Alas ! one Virtue more illumes the mind, 
Than all its envied Wealth illumines Ind. 

Own'd be my folly : yes, seduced my eye, 
I saw the golden mountains with a sigh ; 
Saw with delight the fatal mischief shine. 
And envied even the slave that dug the mine. — 
How like the foolish Insect of the night. 
That leaves his cell, to seize the taper's light ! 
Pleased, and unconscious of the treacherous rays, 
He hugs his fate, and dies amid the blaze *. 

From thine, how different is my lot ! — Alas I 
In calms of Sunshine while thy moments pass. 
Mine, 'midst the murky Clouds that life deform, 
Unequal rush, and mingle with the storm. 

* My Readen wiD quickly perceive that this allnskm is not new, tboogli dif« 
ferenUy applied. 
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Fired with the love of Rhyme, and, let me say. 
Of Virtue too, I poured the moral Lay. 
Much like Saint Paul (who solemnly protests 
He battled hard at I^^hesus with ieaits), . 
I've fought with lions, monkeys, bulls, and bears. 
And got half Noah's ark about my ears ; 
Nay tiDorsc (which all the Courts of Justice know), 
Fought with the bntes of Paternoster-Row. 
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Had BritaiD an atom of wit. 
And wishr d her lost health to regain. 

She would kick out the monntebank Pitt, 
And consult her old doctor again. 

Ah! silly John Boll, or John Au^ 

Deserving full many a dmb ; 
Thy loqg ean can with pleasure let pasa 

Attjf lie, muf tale of a tub. 

9arroanded by WoWes, a gaont imkIe, 
With praise and fiiir promise they treat thee; 

And so thick in thy headpiece, poor Jack, 
llHm snspect*st not tiieir pkn is, to eo^ thee. 



TO MR. PITT. 



SIR, 



The numerous and too successful attempts of Mini- 
sters^ and their Hirelings, towards the annihilation of 
Literary Genius, render it a hazardous undertaking 
for an Author to commit a liberal sentiment to paper. 
The mousing Owls of Power have so often hawked at 
the Eagle, that they have nearly killed it. Your old 
Jriend, and unwearied coadjutor, Aris, Governor of 
the Bastilky has, I am informed, been giving ^^ dread- 
ful note of preparation " with his hammers and files ; 
putting his machinery into the nicest order, for the 
accommodation of the hands and legs of his free'Spedk-^ 
ingy free-wrttingy and free-thinking visitors : machi- 
nery which has contracted a most unpleasantly looking 
rust, for want of proper exercise^ owing to the gentle 
spirit of Addington, rudely shouldered from his station 
by a rival who was dismissed the public service unac- 
companied by a sigh,, and who is, by some uncommon 
fatality, returned to it without one single solitary con- 
gratulation. Even his meanest parasite (and I call on 

VOL. V. M 
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Mr. Canning for the truth of my assertion) is ashamed 
of an To Paan ! But " Qud tendit hoc opus f* you ex- 
claim : *^ what is the purport of this address ?" 

It is^ lofty Sir, humbly to implore^ that, as you have 
contrived, by a most refined specimen of political 
jockeyship, to snatch the reins from the hands of your 
competitors, and vault into the seat of the old State- 
coach, you will not, in Xh^fury of your career, drvot 
ofoer Mr. Scout and his Editor, from a mistaken con- 
ception that a smik at Man John, or Man Will, must 
be a sanguinary Ubel at Man John's or Man Willis 
master, hfoo. Sir, have been an author: witness your 
irarious pamphlets on the beauty and necessity of a 
Constituti<H)al Reform, printed in St. Martin's Lane; 
and which you endeavoured, by the most indefatigable 
industry, to suppress^ as soon as you arrived at the 
summit of your modest ambition. As your present 
reign forebodes rather a transient existence^ it is pro- 
bable that you may, in your zeal for expiring Liberty, 
resume the goose-quill; and, forgettbg the traps laid 
for poor thoughtless scribblers, may yourself hecovat a 
melancholy and blushing prisoner. Nee les estjustisr 
uUa^ qudm neds artifices arte perire suA. 

P.P. 



TO 



NICHOLAS SCOUT, ESQUIRE. 



EPISTLE I. 

Prepare thy two ears, Cousin Nic* : 
Lo ! our senses are all of employ full ; 

And our stomachs, of poverty sick, 
Will speedily sing, " Oh be joyful !" 

Hope peeps firom a cloud on our squad. 
Whose beams have been long in deep mourning : 

Tis a lane, let me tell ye, my Lad, 
Devlish loAg, that has never a turning. 

But now for this nice bit of news : 

Know, our worthy old Monarch is dying ; 

If we mind but our P's and our Q's, 
We shall quickly be roastmg and frying. 

• Nieli6hi8e6«tyEiqiiiK,«rtlMdtyofTo#k;«gcBfleiiBDdflb^^ 
fiiBt eoDiin of Toby Seont, Eiqiiire. The Letten ware wriitea at the com- 
■Mooeme&t of his Bfiticfty^ bte imfortiii^ 

M 2 
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Yes, Fame will soon publish aloud. 
Of good fating and drinking a story ; 

As the Sun of Pall Mall, from his cloud, 
Will soon be ascending in gloiy. 

Cousin Nicholas, credit the Muse, 
Who scorns to report a false tale j 

That the Minister shakes in his shoes : 
Harpoon'd is our mighty State-whale. 

How he flounders about, and makes fun, 

Poor Mister Leviathan Addy! 
Lo, his Grandeur, so lately a sun. 

Is sinking (sad fall !) to a caddy. 

Yes, poor /Iddy is deep in a bog; 

A nice pickle, you well may suppose : 
Very like, between sawyers a log ; 

'larp-tooth'd good friends, and his^bM. 
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Believe every sentence I speak : 

Sailing orders are issued ; and mind^ 
George's anchor is really apeaky 

Sails all set, with an excellent wind. 

The Doctors, good servants of Death, 

Are caird in, and prescribing their slop. — 

When thou wishest to shorten thy breath, 
Nic, send for pill, potion, and drop. 

Yes, the Quacks are caird suddenly in ; 

Pepys, Heberden, Reynolds, and Millman. 
Who would now for his life give a pin ? 

Four ! enough, without fever, to kill man. 

" In a number of counsellors," Nic, 

'' There is wisdom," so says the black cloth : 

Yet a proverb as good we may pick. 

And as old, " The more cooks the worse broth." 

On the call for the Knights of the Potion, 
Some look pleasant, and others full sad ; 

All London in short is in motion, 
And much on th' akrt is our squad. 
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The tradesmen, once proud of thefeather*^ 
Now cast higher glory their eye on : 

Soap, herrings, wigs, mousertraps, and leather. 
Are all looking out for a lion. 

The Taylors cro^s-leg'd on their boards, 
Needle-arm'd, hand extended, prepared 

To stab the black cloth with th^ir swords^ 
The instant the death is declared. 

And likewise the Milliners all, 

Arm'd with scissars and pins, on the gape ; 
On the blacks with dire fiiry to fell. 

And cut through deep columns of crape. 

Such a Mob around Buckingham-house, 
Cs Like Shrimps all together they clingy 
That there's scarce room enough for a moqse; 
So alarm'd for the life of the King. 

From the mountain, and forest, and fen, 
(What a tumult, and bellow, and roar !) 

Rush the Beasts to peep into his den. 
To spy if good Leo's no more. 

T. S. 

• The crest of the Prince'i anns. 
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EPISTLE IL 

Thublow now is the Carleton-house Mentor: 
' You know him, Nic ; bony and big, 
With a voice like the vmce of a Stentor ; 
His old phiz in a bushel of w%. 

All the Pages, and Footmen, and Maids, 

As his JVisdom march'd solemnly in, 
(The impudent varlets and jades I) 

Gather'd round him with wonder and grin. 

Cousin Nic, thou hast hawk'd, I am suf^ 

And witness'd a large German Owl 
Hopping forth with a vis^ demure, 

To attract all the nations of Fowl : — 

At once all the Birds of the air, 

Grey, and yellow, green, brown, black, and blue, 
Flock around him with chatter and stare: 

" Whence d'ye come ? who the devil are you f* 

All our laws be will sagely expound. 

Give ^e Parsons a twig by the ear; 
And, to add to the graces of sound, 

He will teach his new Pupil to saear. 



I 
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At some of his thoughts you would wonder ; 

Ruddy utter'd, we dare npt deny : 
He resembles a loud Clap of Thundier, 

That frightens and brightens the sky. 

Yet this in his praise I will say ; 

That whether he's sober or mellow. 
Though as blunt as a Bear in his way, 

True Genius admires the old fellow. 

So much for old Gravity, Nic. 

Thou exclaimest, " Oh, tempora mutantur /" 
Or swearest I'm clapping a trick. — 

Cousin Nic, I'll be cursed if I banter. 

T.S, 
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EPISTLE m. 

O Friendship ! thy sighs I revere, 
Sweet bakn on the heart that has bled. 

O Love, what a treasure thy Tear ! 

A rich Pearl on the tomb of the dead. — 

How d'ye relish Htsis flight ? rather rare^ 
And sublime for the kad of these days. 

And now let me talk of a Fair, 
Sweet object of pity and praise. 

To Blackheath when the messenger came, 

And. announced the small hopes of a cure. 
He expected a smile from the Dame ; 

With a purse for his news, to be sure. 

When she put her white hand to her pocket, 
He thought some rare gift would appear. 

Ah, her handkerchief oxAy ! She took it. 
Sweet mourner, to hold a fond tear ; — 

A tear to which Friendship gave birth ; 

And Love, of the Passions the queen : 
Pure pearl ! had it dropp'd to the earth, 

In treasure how rich it had been ! 
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When he said that the little and great. 
That Kings, like their Subjects, must die ; 

She look'd up with a visage so sweet. 
Bade farewell with so tender a sigh ! 

Her fate is uncommonly cruel ; 

Yet a lustre she casts on her race : 
By the Lord, Cousin Nic, she's a jewel, 

And her heart is as fair as her face. 

But Scandal has always her mud, 

At Merit, poor Merits to thrcyir ; 
Of ink has for ever a flood. 

To blacken a bosom of snow. 

> •> 

Sweet Stranger ! from splendour withdrawn, 

On wisdom and charity bent. 
To Health', and the breeze of the lawn, 

To the cottage of Peace and Content. 

Cousin Nic, with the subject I'm fired ; 

Yes, I've really drunk deep of Ae stream : - 
Yet a goose must be really inspired. 

When the Virtues and Loves are the theme. 

T. S. 
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EPISTLE IV. 



I MET Mother Hun in the Park^ 

The dam of our great Master Canning ; 

Forth flymg, as brisk as a Lark, 

"With her Daughters perspiring and fiinning. 



€1 



Lord bless me ! my dear Mister Scout, 
I'm this moment come up in the hoy : 
I'm so glad then, to find ye here out ; 
Lord ! Lord ! I'm transparent with joy. 

'^ Let's sit down upon one of the benches, 
Tell one t'otlier what each of us hears : 

But first. Sir, these Girls are my xvmch^; 
Jolly jades, Mister Scout^ fivr iJbMeir years. 

" I'll sell no more ointments* ^ not me! 

No, that would my consequence level. 
GreeX prtfarment 1 quickly shall see,' 

So my boxes may roll to the Devil. 

• It is calM CofteDo^s Conyriqm, wUch has experienced a most uncommon 
fSje, from the fcry fortmnte circumstance of faaving opened tiie eyes of the 
Heayenrborn "Minister: who, to exhibit to the World a rich specimen of 
dirarfanes<€d gratitnd*^, saddled the Nation with pensions on Madame Hon ; the 
Mias Hnnsy attds CannhigSy dUiti, Reddishes; a pennon on her Hosband, Mr. 
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" You have heard, Mister Scout, I suppose. 

How I got my nice little appointment : 
Mister Pitt, Sir, whom every one knows, 

I open'd his winkers with ointment. 
" So raw and so swell'd was each eye, 

He could not peep out of a hole : 
Sir, it is not a bit of a lie. 

The Man was as blind as a Mole. 

" Sir, AdmiDistration is weak ; 

Water-gruel, no more. Mister Scout : 
We shall soon hear the Minister squeak ; 

We shall hear him for mercy cry out. 

** You remember Lord North, the great ox, 

How he I'an in a frighted condition. 
And bellowed to Portland and Fox, 

And so form'd the fine famed Coalition. 

" This will happen again, if we please : 

Yes, yes, and the thing shall be done; 
And Addington crawl on his knees, 

And bellow to 'Pitt and my son. 

Ridiinl Hdd ; • place id the Wat Indiet (or ok Muter Reddith, ind mOitaiT 
pnHDOtioii in tbe Eut for die Biker; and, to crown the whole, > pemion fti 

poor Uiirlp Toiiiiiiy, llic tiiiker of Somcrs Town. Wlial a boniHifiJ neat of 
Cati^rpilltxr*. ortkuDed, by tbe Heaien-boro eeenomical Miniilcr, to derour Uw 
fewremiimnslnTetortliaaUOakl Editor. 
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^' We shall get out the Statue at last ; 

It shall be brought forward, it tniut : 
Yes, yes, well make up for the past ; 

I'll kick up a devil of a dwt. 

" Mister Scout, we can now muster strong : 

This day will I go to the Grocer's, 
And give him a spice of my tongue, 

And call them great fat-headed dozers. 

'' 111 have Pitt in nice gingerbread too. 

Finely ^It, with the anchor of Hope ; 
And thus will expose him to view. 

In the baker s and pastry-cook's shop. 

*^ There are numbers of methods, no doubt, 

By which popularity's made ; 
And I know them all, Master Scout : 

I think I'm no fool in that trade. 

^* I would take forth an Owl from his hole, 
(Now I don't mean a sarcasm on Pitt,) 

And I'd put the grave Bird on a pole, r 

And the Nation should kneel to tee-whit. 



i> 
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" You have heard of his marriage, I guess ; 

Nice nn^tch ! oh, a very nice match ! 
Half a million of money, not less : 

Lord, 'twas a beautiful catch! 

" Yet how mortally proud they all ie / 
Three days. Sir, before the grand wedding 

Bundled off were my Daughters and me; 
Pack'd off in the mail, bed and bedding :-^^ 

" For we weui't of importance enough, 
Our court to great people to pay ; 

And so we were all order'd off, 
For fear of disgracing the day. 

« 

^' But the pride of the Scotts was so hurt, 
When they found we sold bobbin and inkle : 

O Lord ! 'twas descending to dirt ; 
It was coupling h Whale with a Winkle. 

" I dare swetif, if I sat by her side, 

Her elbow away she would twitch, 
For fear of her elegant hide: 

1 might probably give her the itch. 
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*' Proud Ma'am need not toss up her nose, 
Who perhaps owes her fortune to jobbing : 

A shop is no sin^ I suppose ; 

And jobbing's no better than boblin. 

" I could whisper a word to a Scott ; 

That among the great munchers of curry, 
The lacks are not easily got, 

Nor honestly made in a hurry*. 

" Slife ! what's all her money to wie, 

That I'm to be clapp'd on the shelf? 
Thank Heaven, Tm as whole3ome as she. 

And a Christian as good as herself. 

" What signify riches and titles. 

What signifies richness of blood, 
Or what even the nicest of victuals, 

If a body ben't vartuous and good ? 

'^ Pray, had Adam and Eve an estate, 

Poor souls, when they dropped from the Moon ? 

No : they had not a knife nor a plate ; 
Not a table, nor dish, nor a spoon. 

• Qenenl Scott, the Father of Mn. Cttiiiiii^» made an immeiMe fortnM m 
tfw East iDdief, hy his piofeMioB, and a kd^ tiuow of the iko. 
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'^ Does she think I ha'n't iam'd to behaoef 
Does she think I can't sit to a table ? 

That my parents good scholarship gave^ 
To eat hay with a Horse in a stable ? 

*' That my meat, like a Hound, I should tug ; 

That Hog-like my grinders would work ? 
Does she think I should cough in the mug. 

And pick all my teeth with a fork ? 

" Or snuffle or grunt in my broth, 
Then whisk out a mouthful of wind: 

Lick my plate, yj>r to save the clean cloth, 
And drink healths to the fellows behind ? 



" Does she think I was born to be dumb ? 

Of my tongue that I have not the use ? 
Made to listen, and stare, and be mumy 

And cannot say * Boh !* to a goost f 

^^ She thinks I'm a heathen, no doubt ; 

Some outlandish beast ^ that I hcfwL 
I waan't born, no indeed. Mister Scout^ 

In a wood, to be scared by an owl. 
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** Ups and downs we all see, Master Scout : 

This World makes a terrible touse ; 
Here and there. Sir, some in and some out; 

Now a man, and next minute a mouse. 

** Son Canning shall start up a lard; 

Great speaker, a wondaftd thinker ! 
A staff ioT my Boy of the sword; 
. Rank for Richard, and Tommy the tinker. 

" My Girls will so blaze on the town, 

Their chariots and phaetons sporting ; 
Billet-dowksing with Bucks, deny down ! 

Such a kettle of fish ! such a courting ! 

" Lord St. Vincent must go, he shall go ; 

His anchors apeak, never doubt it.: 
For the man for his office, you know, 

Is the man who knows nothing about it. 

** Lord ! what has he done worth admiring ? 

No huge mighty matters, depend on't : 

< 
A little hard fighting, and firing, 

And boarding, and so there's an end on't. 

VOL. V. V 
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'* Well, Heavens bless ye ! Call soon on me^ P^Jf 

To settle th' affairs of the Nation : 
I now can oj^ard to be gay ; 

And we'll have a vacejoltjficatwn.'''-^-^-' 

Thus ended this Ni^tingale's song ; 

What a borcy Cousin Nic ! what a clack ! 
What a cock-and-bull tale! what a Tongue ! 

Zounds, 'twould distance the Fly of a Jack. 
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EPIST]:4E V. 

CoRiNNA talks loud in her airs : 

'* I will have what IVe fix'd my delight on : 
A fig for some people ! who cares ? 

N'othing less than the Duchess of Brixton ! 

" Ye Dames all so pure and so chaste^ 

Who have blink' d me, ITI handsomely swinge i 

Of the cup of contempt ye shall taste. 
Or I ne'er knew the sweets of revenge^ 

" With envy your pride shall he kiffd ; 

To my circles ye shall not be beckonM : 
With Princes my room shall be fiU'd, 

And my name shall be Ninon the Second. 

'^ / know who dared sgtdnt at my routs : 
/ know who ne'er ask'd me to theirs, 

firho tum'd up their impudent snouts; 

For their honour y Lord ! fiU'd with such fears ! 

^' I've a catalogue isk^inke Dames, 

A pretty black list ct each chit ; 
And if Vengeance, dear Vengeance, have iames, 

The torch shall be speedily lit. 



n4 
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" Top long have I acted the Dove ; 

I will soon play the part of the Viper : 
I will rant like the Mistress of Jove ; 

I shall dance, and the King pay the Piper."- 

The Lady was clever and pleasant ; 

Much a favourite, ofyorCy with the men ; 
Nice picking about her, a Pheasant : 

Now, tasteless and tough, an old Hen. 

Though the Loves are all fled, the young elves. 
With the actions of youth she will bare us ; 

Time always stands still with ourselves ; 
We think the World grows old before us. 

Toad-eaters rush in like a tide, 

To their interest most lovingly steady ; 

And, to tickle the trout of her pride, 
She*s hegraced and heduchess*d already. 

Is she beautiful, so much the better ; 

By this ma^c thy business is done : 
One half of a word, or a letter, 

Is enough ; 'tis the »ne gud mm. 



( 
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O Beauty, how form'd to beguile ! 

Thy charm will for ever endure : 
LOy the loftiest, seduced by thy smile^ 

Descmdj like the Hawk, to the lure ! — 
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Thy pride, I suppose, may be hurt, 
But the World is a devilish queer stick: 

Dost thou wish for the smiles of a Court ; 
Make love to a petticoat, Nic. 
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EWSTLE VI. 

Cousin Nic, couldst thOu see some Court fticds! 

Most rueful indeed, a yard long. 
Gone, gone are the smites And the graces ; 

Most capital subjeetB for Songt 

IVe just met with some of the crew : 
Bull-head Carxligan, dead in the dumps ; 

Salisbury, looking confoundedly bluCf 

And his Countess as blue as poor Numps. 

Maids of Honour all wandering about 

Are seen, with a sorrowful air ; 
With their lily-white Handkerchiefs out : 

Sad Flags, cousin Nic, of despair. 

Old Liver — , you know who I mean ; 

Old Jenk — , of the closet old Rats ; 
Will feel his bones cracking, I ween, 

(Heaven grant it !) by one of our Cats. 

Smart lads in the Council will shine, 
Instead of the stupid and tubbish ; 

Choice Spirits, instead of dull Swine ; 
Bright Jewels, instead of old Rubbish. 
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The Bed-chamber Lords are in dudgeon ; 

And^ cropsicky the Grooms and the Pages, 
As if struck on the head with a bludgf^on. 

Seem to say, ^^ Farewell honour and wage9 ! " 

The Cooks in a pitiful stew. 

The Scullions half out of their wits : 
" Adieu to the platters! Adieu 

To the dripping-pans, saucepans, and spits ! " 

Lord Salisbury's poor Butler and Groom, 
With other young Knights of the Mews, 

And other young Knights of the Broom, 
For their places all shake in their shoes. 

As a whisper is current abroad. 

When the Prince shall arrive at the Throne, 
Farewell to the fieurce of an Oik; 

Thus ** the Black's occupation is gone." ^ 

Or, should this same Ode be in vogue, 

Musicians will come from that ciass 
Which know the sweet Lark from a Hog, 

Braham's voice fit>m the bray of w Ass *. 

• Unfiyrtantolyfiirtte credit of hit M^ietty't Band of Mmle, k it m« eom- 
poied of MHiMMf, Imt ofpwipli of iie«D occvpiitioii, ulio jrKchttt tbe «Wei, 
and hire, fort triffing MB, pcHbineitlo/iUIrfwthe^ Lord Sefiilraiy knows 
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Pitt is just like a Fox, for a Hen, 
Slily squinting and creeping about. 

Snuffing wildly the wind ; but what then, 
If Dame Partlet refuse to come out ? 

How cut down^ from the Line to a Lugger ! 

The Grocers obser^re him at Dover, 
And may send him a pound of brawn stsgar; 

But as to the Statue, 'tis aoer. 

Ah Lucifer, Son of the Morning, 

How feirn ! ah, how lost all thy light ! 

No longer the Heavens adorning, 

Poor planet, good night t'ye, good night. 

And yet, though the fellow I hate, 
I still must acknowledge his merit : 

Though his quackeries and insolent state 
I despise, let me honour his spirit. 

Retired from political battle, 
To his castle, to learn to be wary^^ 

He astonies the fields and the cattle 
With tactics yclep'd mili/^r^. 
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He has got all the technicals, pat ; 

Studying Saxe and Vauban, night and day : 
And already has kiWd one Ram Cat, 

Three Magpies, two Owls, and a Jay. 

Over hedges and ditches and quags, 

Huge feats he is seen to perform : 
He has torn a poor Dunghill to rags, 

And taken a fiog-house by rtorm. 

To Pitt are alt weapons alike : 

^Vith his bayonet he stabVd an old Sow ; 
He pierced a large Calf with a pike, 

And slew with a Broad-sword the Cow. 

Many Rams has he tumbled about, 
And crack'd of some Yearlings the scull ; 

Put of Oxen a score to the rout. 
And leap'd on the back of the Bull. 

For his tutor he takes General Mooi«, 

As great in a battle his skill is ; 
And thus a fit Chiron, I'm sure^ 

For instructing his pupil Achilles. 
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Together for glory they run : 
If a Hedgehog they meet, he is dead ; 

If a Squirrel, bauncCy off goes a gun ; 
If a Mushroom, $macky off goes his head. 

Is a Stump of a Tree in their way. 
With a fury heroic they rend it : 

Is a Mole-hiU ; in battle-array. 
In cohimny they march to drfend it 

On counterscarps, curtains, and ravelins. 
Mines, sausages, bridges, and ditches, 

Pikes, bayonets, ramrods, and javelins, 
Palisadoes, and guns and their breeches,-**^ 

They so talk ! such a history of wars ! 

Even at meal-times, untired is the tongue ; 
When, lo ! with the voice of a Mars, 

They smg of proud tniunph the Song : — 




GREAT CRY AND LITTLE WOOL. 18? 



INVITATION TO BUONAPARTE 



A DUET, 



BY MR. PITT AND GENERAL MOORE. 

Buonaparte, come over: 

We'll meet thee at Dover ; 
And the Generals our forces commanding 

Will salute thy trvo ears 

With three excellent cheers, 
And a warm Cornish hug at thy landing. 

Lewis, Jerome, and Joe, 

Let us see too, and know, 
With thy Unties and Aunts, a brace band : 

Bring likewise thy Cousins, 

Of whom tiiou hast dozens ; 
And bring the old fox, Talleyrand. 

Thou'lt be frightened to see 

How brisk we shall be. 
To bestow every thing in our power : 

Most excellent air ; 

Nice lodgings to spare, 
Even the best to be found in the Tower. 
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As French manners are thine, 

And so very divine, 
Thou never wilt fail of delight ; 

For the monkeys by day 

Will chatter away, 
And the tigers howl music at night. 

As thou oft didst protest 

That ^Jight is n, feast. 
And as no man indeed can be thinner; 

Thou shalt have, not a puUet, 

But a dainty hot bullet , 
And a pike for thy teeth after dinner. 



Come the Consul whenever he will, 
(And he means it, when Neptune is calmer,) 

Pitt will send him a damn'd bitter pill 
From his fortress, the Castle of Walmer. 

T. S. 
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EPISTLE VII. 

Last night I dropp'd in on a Club; 

The great Mister Squibb in the chair, 
Who became a grand bear from a cuby 

Important in look as Lord-mayV : — 

Or a certain Law Lord of our days, 

A great tuidedding decider ; 
Very rarely a subject of praise^ 

But oft of a wicked derider ; — 

» 

Who hems with much wisdomj and has^ 
And seldom concludes in a minute; 

And whose wig might as well in a cause 
Be employed, as the head that is in it 

Thou hast witnessed, full many a time, 
The magic that waits upon place ; 

Where the note of the owl is sublime^ 
And sheer grease a fine sample of grace. 

From the coal and the smoke of his shop, 
To the bench let black Mulciber move ; 

Lo ! his tools into consequence hop, 
And his sledge is the sceptre of Jove. — 
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Squibb now with much gravity rose, 
A most solemn and sanctified look : 

** Pray, inform us all, what you suppose 
Is our Sovereign's complaint, Mister Puke." 



Puke answer'd : " Indeed, Mister Squibb^ 
Of opinions I*m not 9, fret giver ; 

But I think that a child witii a bib 
Must pronounce the disease in the liver. 



»t 



Now Gripe started up, in his pride, 
Whom no death of a Pa6ent affrights : 

" Mister Puke, you and I differ widt; 
Tis no more in the liocr than lights.^ 

m 

Puke, nettled, now answer'd and said, 

" Though your wisdom was never stispected; 

If I know any thing of my trade. 

Mister Gripe, 'tis the fixer's affected.** — 

'' Sir, I don't think yon do^ wswar'd Gripe, 
With a smile, and a squint, and a leer. 

Now Puke, in a rage at tUa tt^ 

Thought of dealing a box fui the fiEur ; — 
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But sagely suspecting retunty 

And possessing some love for his Ude^ 
He was forced in his bowds to bum, 

And submit, to Dame Prudence, Miss Pride. 

How few boast the wisdom of Puke, 

A present not every man's lot ! 
How easier to hem a rekikey 

Than a sword in the heart or a shot t 

Honour likes to shoot, stab, and to slice, 
When affronted ; wild, panting for ikod: 

Very strange, that a Lady so mice 
Should prefer such indelicate Jiad/ 

'' Well," quoth Puke, '' tiion ahalt ham thy own way, 

Master Gripe; or to prate^ or io ioiU : 
Allow me the freedom to say. 

Thou aitvcr et prMerea $91/* — 

'' Well,'' quoth Gripe, '< wkat hast thoa been m nying, 
Master Puke, that redounds to thy ghfj 9 

Goose-gabbling, a jackniss's tanking: 
To talk Latin, mere mLg€R 
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* 

To high words now the Disputants rose, 
Indeed words not m flattery rich : 

Gripe talk'd loudly of pulling a nose ; 
Master Puke talk'd of kicking a breech. 

" Thy physic,** quoth Gripe, "is all slop, 

Not fit for a pig or a porter : 
Could I catch thee but once in my shop, 

I would pound thee to dust in my mortar.' 

" With suchfelUmsy'' quoth Puke, in disdain, 
'^ I scorn, like a blackguard to wrestle ; 

Yet, Gripe, had thy head any brain, ' 

I would dash it all out with my pestle." 

The Company now interfered, 
To set those hot matters to rights : 

They drank friends, and no longer was heard 
The dispute between Liver and Lights.*-* 

And now, Cousin Nic, I beg leave 

(As lalnmr tod / don't agreeX 
To my pen a small respite to give, 

And indulge in a pinch of rappee. 
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Peace now being happily made, 

Up rose OD his le^ Master Sly ; 
And thus to the Ctudrman he said, 

Wliile " Hear him ! hear ! hear !" was the cry :-^ 

" Sir, Administration is weak ; 

\crj feeble, exceedingly, Sir : 
It has not a man that can speak, 

Not a tongue on a topic to stir. 

" The Premier I grant •oery good. 

Fit to join with his wife in debate ; 
Prescribe a child's phytic and f ood: 

But he should not prescrihe ibr a ttate. 

" Hb judgment on mutton and beef, 

I allow him without hesitation ; 
And of tea too, it is my belief. 

There is no aounder judge in the nation. 

" In a boarding-school too he mi^t tkme, 

Aiul make a most excellent teacher; 
Nay more, make a deceat Divine, 

And/)eriiapa prove tt popular preacher. 



i 



194 GREAT CRY AND LITTLE WOOL. 

^^ But we want, Sir, a man of deep thou^t, 
Of political, sharp, penetrations ; 

In the school of experi^ice. Sir, taught ; 
Well versed in the interests of Nations : — 



^^ The man from intrigue who refrains ; 

Scorns to creep, Spaniel-like, to disgrace ; 
Who, firm in his virtue, disdains 

To enrich an old cat for his place : — 

" The man who would die for the State, 
Of freedom the ^orious defender : 

Not a fellow of infinite prate ; 

Not a noisy and hxjMLymg pretender : — 

" Not the man who encourages tf/)iev. 
For poor Liberty laying the snare ; 

Affected no more by her cries, 
Than a Poacher by squeaks of a Hare : — 

" Not a childish, vindictive, poor fool. 
Against men who may smile at his name ; 

Who fancies the praise of each tool^ 
Nothing less than the plaudit of Fame. 
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'Us the man who, subliioe, for the State, 
His neck to the axe would submiti 
To bless it, to snatch it from fate ; 
And that man is the gttat William Pitt: — 

" Great man, who even kings would resist. 
And pawn for the Realm bis last shirt ; 

Too virtuotis to make Civil List 
The fount of corruption and dirt : — 

*^ Great man, so sublime in his station ; 

The Pilot who weathered the Storm ! 
Good man, who ne'er promised the Nation 

A thing which he did not perform ! 

" How nobly from office he went ; 

Great man, not a doit in his fob ! 
Great man, with his conscience cont^nt^ 

Retiring as poor as poor Job ! 

*^ He wish'd not to burthen the Nation ; 

He wish'd not for mountains of pelf : 
He wish'd for his Country's salvation ; 

He never once thought of himself. 
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** Other barks on the ocean of time 

Shall be lost, into atoms shall split ; 
While, towering in triumph sublime. 

Through the foam moves the great William Pitt 

^^ Of sweet Woman he courts not the smile, 

Of Venus ne'er seen in the school ; 
An animal rare in our isle : 

Heaven grant that he mayn't be a muk* V* 

* 

Havmg finished his splendid Oration, 

Down solemnly sat Master Sly ; 
When lo ! of a different persuasion, 

Up rose, in much form, Dicky Dry :-^ 

*^ Mister Chairman, the very Tieat speech 

Just delivered by good Mister Sly, 
Demonstrates how well he can preach: 

His assumptionsj I beg to deny. 

^^ Sir, 'tis no very difficult matter 

To he florid^ and roundly assert ; 
With irony ^ names to bespatter ; - 

And characters cover with dirt. 

• I do not aHade to dw proyerbial qvilily of tet antnud, but to hM well- 
known imliiltty ofpcrpeto rt nyhii ipedei. 
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'^ I allow bis Oration is neat ; 

Full of point, Sir, I freely admit : 
But, Sir, the distinction is great, 

Very great, between tmthm and wit. 

'^ Mister Sly must be surely in sport. 

So ill is the character suited : 
Mister Sly may have found out his Port ; 

Not the talents and virtues imputed. 



** Survey him in Westminster-hall ; 

Poor Youth, not a brief in his bag ! 
There he look'd very small, very small : 

Not a client to make his tongue wag. 



" Next behold him in league with a Duke, 
Busy then as the Devil in a storm; 

Attempting poor gudgeons to hook 
With a bait, a fine bait called reform I 

^^ Pretty doctrines they scattered around ! 

Pretty letters to Sharman they wrote ! 
Sir, I quickly should visit Lob's pound. 

Should I dare even a passage to quote. 
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" Master Aris and I, very soon, 

Should be trying of handcuffs a pair ; 

When his Honour would teach me a tune, 
* Bread and water/ ?l favourite old air. 

" Well, at length Master Billy got in.--- 
Arrived at the summit of power. 

What's reform f — Oh ! a damnable sin ; 
A demon, from that very hour. 

" Now terrier, cur, spaniel, and hound, 
(No matter, rain, sun-shine, or storm,) 

Were to hunt ; and, whenever theyfoundy 
To strangle that vermin. Reform. 

" Now trace him in Administration : 
Take a peep at his pretty vagaries ; 

His rare engines for calming the Nation, 
Messieurs Reeves and mild Governor Aris, 

" Of kindness m JiiUj the sweet Sabt ; 

So ready some comfort to give us : 
When we open'd ottr mouths with complaint , 

His Jails operii theirs to receive us. 




GREAT CRY AND LITTLE WOOL. 

" Next at Newgate behold the great man, 
Sad scene of tad irrecollectJ(m 1 

Where tongues with much liberty ran, 
And dealt in most saucy refUetion. 

"What a^ify that memory shaxildJaU/ 

Great pity indeed, I repeat it, 
lliat a yesterday's action or tale, 

To-day one should ckanly forget it I 

" What a day of dire mortification ! 

What a day of proud triumph for files ! 
How nimbly the gem reputation 

Was going, tiiat day, to the crams I 

** Mister Sly says his Hero was poor. 
Which a deal to bis glory redounds : 

If the huntsman was leoTi, we are sure 
The lean Nimrod •wellfatterid his.Aoum^. 

" Mister Sly says bia Hero, so pure, 
Never courted the emUes of the Lftdies. — 

Sweet Joseph ! not Woman allure ! 
What a comical sort of a blade 'tis ! 



1 
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" That Pitt fivm the Ladies should fly, 

Is radier an odd sort of whim ; 
But I never should wonder, not I, 

If the Women all scamper'dj^-imt him. 

" From his credit I scorn to detract. 

For candour I always revere ; 
And if Fame ever meatioa'd one act, 

Twas in whispers no mortal could hear. 

" Civil List> Sir, 's a dangerous affair : 
On this head he bad better been mum ; 

Wisdom looks on that List with a stare. 
But no more on that subject, Sir, hum ! 

" * Great man !* sud the great Mister Drak^ 
' Whose virtua and talents surprise: 

Not of wretched mortality's make ; 
But sent us express from the skies.* — 

" i/'Pitt was seat down ii-om on high, 

The World in opinion must join. 
And pronounce with one voice, that the Sky, 

Like Houndsditcb, pass'd counterfeit coin." 
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EPISTLE 



TOTBX 



WORSHIPFUL THE LOUD MAYOR. 



Believe the Bard, my good Lord MayV, 

That we have been upon the starCy 
For your Address for Just administration ; 

Which brought the Premier so muchjume^ 

With peerless lustre crown'd his name, 
And spread a smik of pleasure o'er the Nation. 

Wild Expectation, on her toe. 
Has been a month at least, I know, 

Looking for this fair tribute of your thanks. 
Perchance some Demon, secret, sly, 
Has mark'd th' affair with^'eo^itf eye, 

And, deep in dark intrigue, been playing pranks > 

Some Pittite, mad, vindictive, crost. 
Because the stattte has been lost, 
Has tamper'd with same Aldermen, I fear ; 
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And, Men of Common-council greeting 
In sad unguarded hour of eating, 
Mix'd ministerial poison with their beer. 

Poor iron-dust, through playful &ie. 

Attracted by the magnet State ! 
Or let us rather call them straws 

Whirl'd from their dirt (their native sphere) 

By sudden gusts, aloft, here, there. 
Of babes the wonder and t^plause. — 

IVe seen that Demon's cloven foot : 

In spite of mobbmg, damnmg hoot, 
The daring Imp has learn 'd to stand his ground ; 

Well steel'd his heart, and bronz'd his foce, 

He cocks his nose upon disgrace, 
And hunts bis game, a persevering Hound. 

And now. Lord May'r, I shall st^tpose 
That Addington's inveterate foes 
Impede this honest scheme of thine ; 
Then take this mimkin of mine: — 




^ 
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ADDRESS 

t 
TO 

THE RIGHT HONOUBABLE HENRY ADDINGTON* 

YouB good, your mild administration 
(An epoch in this happy Nation), 

Our grateful thanks demands ; 
And let us here express our grief, 
That Fate, at times an artful thief, 

Should tear you from our hands. 

Though Demons may in league unite 
To blur thy Star s illustrious light, 

That brightens now the age ; 
Lo ! History, with her golden pen, 
To give thy name to future men, 

Shall fill with thee her page. 

Oh, may the men who seize thy place, 
Their country's glory ne'er disgrace 
^ By little, base, mtriguing arts ! 
Instead of conquering, by their crimes, 
Our sacred liberties and limbs. 
Subdue, by noble deeds, our hearts! 
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Something like this, Lord May'r, I want ; 

This is no parasitic cant : 
Thou know'st of Addington the merit. 

Let Calumny her venom spit, 

And Envy hiss, and tools of Pitt 
Employ their cruel coal-black spirit. 

Without disguise, that Pitt I hate; 

Despise his mind, and parrot-prate ; 
His minions, with disdain I see 'em : 

And would the King (my wish devout) 

Make all the motley pack turn out^ 
I'd seek Saint Paul's, and sing Te Deum. — 

Dear Perring, we are Devonshire-hotn, 
Where Plenty fills her goldoi horn : 

And whether sober, Sir, or mellow, 
Old Devon certainly oontains 
Now, as of yore, some splendid brains, 

And many a brave and honest fellow. 

Then let us not Ssgraee her najDe, 
But give her star a brighter flame ; 

Ejcalt, if possible, bpr credit; 
Yes, boldly act, and writei and thmk : 
And mind ; my horn's last dr<^ of in/r, 

To raise her glory, lo, I'll shed it. 
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Thy planet led thee to the East, 

To fill with precious gems thy chesty 
And eke with precious ointmeDt : 

Mine westward ordered me to roam ; 

And, after years, come loaded home 
With sterling — disappointment 

And yet, I'm not a broken spkit ; 

The Public has observed my merit, 
As well as India thine : 

To which kind Public, low I bow, 

Its candour and its taste allow ; 
For gratitude is mme. 

Now to the point. Exert thy might, 

And separate the day from mgkt; 
Discern good friends from foes : 

For thou hast brethren dark and deep. 

Amid thy flock some seabby sheep ; 
Aye, many a one, God knows. 

Yet should an Alderman demur ^ 
Straight strip him of his gown and fur, 

That gpwn of vivid scarlet ; 

And should the CouncH dare refuse 
To sign th' Address, stain' d be the blues 

Of every gravy-gulping Varlet 
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I fear, that linea-draper's* jaw, 

Which gives to Uverymen the law, 
(Forsaking trade, in hour most eril, 

Lawn, cotton, t&mity, and muslin,) 

Tbe pata of Common-council puzzling, 
Has lately play'd the very devil. 

Of such oh may the savour; Haunch 
Ne'er enter the unhallow'd paunch. 

Great rival of a bag : 
Before tiieir mouths may Brawn advance, 
And Turtles £at and Turbots dance, 

And balk each well-worn mag I 

Down their plump cheeks may custards stream. 
Rich trifle, syllabubs, ice-cream : 

And may they writhe and grin, 
And spread their tantalized poor chops, 
To catch the luscious sugar'd drops ; 

And tu)t one drop get in ! 

Nay more : may Giants of Guildhall, 
Whom mortals Gog and Magog call, 

* MItter Waithamn, > fTMt Citj Orator, a Son of libcrtj' and Oppoutkw, 
«id dlMof Jobn WiOtet, of MkoMhuMrtili^; irtKi, fromhiixrMl NtdtiMv 

tliO|i ill BridKii-streFt, Blackftisn, facing (liv nthU mouiinK-nt calletJ Ubeluk, 
raupil and dedicated lo Uii glariimt Patnoo. dinwi pnlrtafu- intpiraitini (it Idi 
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Leap down on every head. 

When next they meet on Lord Mayor's Day, 

Their vows to Gluttony to pay; 
And crush each sconce of lead. 

Oh strain each nerve, my good Lord May'r ! 

Merit like Addington's is rare : 
To kave him, what a pity ! 

The thunder of my Muse's Lays 

Shall shake Parnassus with his praise, 
And thou shalt shake the City. 
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A PENITENTIAL EPISTLE. 

From those hu-d walls, amidst whose awful round. 
The ear with horror feels the clanking chain ; 

MHiere sighs from hollow vaults unpitied sound, 
And tears of bitterest anguish stream in vain : — 

Where fieunt, and festen'd to th' unfeeling floor, 
The wretch desponding mourns amid his gloom ; 

Expecting Death's dread hand t unbolt his door, 
And lead him half-alive into the tomb ; — 

r 

From those hu'd walls poor Hamlin pour'd his sighs. 
Much marvelling how he came to mch 9l place; 

And, lifting his two melancholy eyes, 
Address'd the Author of his sad disgrace : — 

" An't please your Worship, hear me, Sir, I pray ; 

Hear me a bit Lord ! Lord ! I thort no harm; 
No more, please God, than of my dying day : • 

I ne'er once thort of malcmg zich a starm. 
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'^ I thort that voakes were bribed in Lenden too, 

Az well az in the country ; zo thort I : 
I caan't but zay I look'd confounded bluCy 

To hear the Temey-general's grieviaus cry. 

" Lord ! half the Corporations, zo Tve heerdj 
Look pon a Bribe no more than Bites o' Vleas ; 

And z^allow Oaths, Lord ! not one cnime afeard, 
Az glibly az they clunk their Bread and Cheese. 

" I never thort that twas a sin or shame ; 

Vor, az vor squeamishness, I never vound : 
I caan't zay that I thort myself to blame, 

That voakes wudquarl way two good thousand pound. 

" I know, the last election, Plymouth Votes, 
Aye many, many, look'd confounded grum : 

They thort of zamething vor to buy mun coats ; 
Fath ! happy to have got but half the sum. 

'^ Gert voakes have slipped a purse into my hand, 
Guineas ; zometimes twas eight, and zometimes ten 

And z» I thort, with maney at command, 
To give a dowzure to gert voak agen. 
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" And simply thus I thort that I might do, 
Lord! never dreaming of a jail, d'ye zee; 

But thort that, az my betters did zo too, 
It never could be wtdcedness in me. 

" Zomebothf 11 have the place, 1 do suppose ; 

A Plymouth man, I make no sort of doubt : 
A vote too, but that God Almighty knows ; 

I realkf think that things wuU zo turn out. 

" Then why not mef — A tinker, very true; 

But there's Squire Canning's Brother hath a place : 
He was a crock and kittle-mepder too. 

But had goodfriendt to hoist him from disgrace. 

" I own, I wanted Wisdom for my guide; 

Indeed twas foolish, out so plmn to plump it : 
And then metbought, so great indeed my pride, 

Twas handsomer to buy a thing than mun^ it, 

" Lord, Sir ! I kept a reputable shop ; 

Lived well, as any body may suppose. 
But, so disgraced, what have I now to hope ? 

My goods will stink in evry body's nose. 



\ 
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" ' A Newgate Bird liv*th tliere/ the voakes will cry ; 

Spit pon my goods as they pass by my door. 
' A jailbird !* will they hoot as they go by, 

And never buy a spoon or save-all more* 

^^ Nort else had I to offer, Sir, indeed : 
Had I a wte^ 't had beed another case ; 

Or, had the town of Plimmoth beed my own, 
Share, Sir, yoo shud a' had it vor ttie place. 

^^ Zoon as old Andrew HiU had slippM his bre^. 
My neighbour Tap, the landlord, corned to me : 

Says he, ' Leave tinkering, there's i^ charming death;, 
Hamlin, an angel of a death,' quoth he. 

'^ ' Zounds, what a noghead and a fool,' says Tap, 
^ To mend old crocks, i^nd candlesticks, and kittles; 

Thy hammer always gping, rap, rap, rap ; 
And all to git, forseth, ^ bit o' vitte^s ! 

" ' Thy road is now as plain to wealth, my lad, 
Plain az from Frankfort Gate to Plinimpth Dock; 

Then mind thy P's and Q's, and daan't be mad, 
And think no more of kittles or a crock. ' 
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*' Quoth I, * How, neighbour Tap ?' Zo then Tap zed, 
^ Thee now mayst git a birth all warm and snug.* 

And then he tould me, Andrew Hill waa dead : 
Zo he and I together drink'd a mug. 

" ' Lord! Hamlb,' quoth a, ^ what a beast thee art; 

« _ 

When thou mayst b<b a Gentleman complete, 
To stand here hammering in a stinking shart, 

Moiling as black's the Dowl with mucks and sweat!' 

" Zo, Sir, twas not my fault, your Honour zees ; 

Twas landlord Tap, you vind, that made me do't : 
The fellow mused me with a hundred le^s. 

And I was fool enough to hearken tp't. 

" ^ Hamlin,' quoth Tap, and wink'd, ' Ihufw giert voak; 

They be no better than their neighbours, mun : ; 
At Curts, Lord ! Lord ! mun, Honesty's a joke ; 

Froth, leke my fresh-draad Beer: l^ordl downrert^n. 

" * Offer the Minister at qnce the bait^ 
Thoult find a gudgeons zee if I'm not right : 

Now daan't take squeamish scruples in thy pate ; 
Snap is the word at Court, I know he'U bite* 
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^ And zo zays I again to landlord Tap, 
' Art sartain that he's hungry, Tap, and poor ?' — 

* Try, sniggle for'n,' quoth he; * I know he'll snap.' — 
Snig) with the devil to't, it is, I'm shore. 

" * There's Pitt,' quoth Tap, * as poor az a charch-mouze. 
Without a dish or plate upon his shelf; 

Trying to git again into the Howze, 

And make a little zomething for his zelf.' 

^^ Zo did I trust to Tap : and, leek a fool. 
Believed the Minister was leek a vish ; 

Thort leek a poor weak boy that goeth to school. 
And leek a blockhead thort to bread my dish. 

" * I know mun all,' quoth Tap, * I know mun well ; 

Iss, Hamlin, iss, I know mun well enew : 
I've had mun at my howze, both gert and smaal ; 

With all their grandeur ^ 'tis a dam queer crew." — 

^^ ' And is it zo ?' zaid I. ' It is,' zaid he ; 

^ I tell thee, Hamlin, no man know'th mun better.' — 
' Then, Tap,' zaid I in answer to'n, ' dost zee, 

I'll do't : 111 zend the Chanceller a letter.' 
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'^ And zo I zet me down at once, and wrote 
The Letter that did give zo much offence ; 

I guess that you can zay it all by rote : 
Which show'd, I must confess, my want of sense. 

" God know'th my heart, I never thort of harm ; ' 
Your conscience^ Lord ! I didn't mean to shock it : 

Two thousand pound, I thort, wud keep ye warm ; 
Nor thort it was a crime toJiU your pocket. 

** Tis cruel hard for to be put to jail, 
Vor doing what gert voakes do evry day*: 

I thort I might come down upon the nail, 
And tern a penny in an honest way. 

'' I do ashure ye, Sir, that I'm a vote; 

Had many a guinea slipt into my hand : 
And thort at any time that I might do't ; 

And thort it was the W(n/ of all the land. 

'^ The gert voakes shaked our hands, as blest as Grigs, 
And with King George's image made mun bum. — 

Az gert voak buy us leek a lot of Pigs, 
Why not we buy the gert voak in return ? 
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'' Tap bid me write, and gauge the sarvants all ; 

And bid me try your Worship's maid and man : 
But, leek a Blockhead, I forgot it all ; 

And wrote to measterj stead of Joan and Jan. 

" I must zay this for Tap ; he bid me squint. 

And zee how things were managed in your houze : 

If covetous leek zome voakes in the law * ; 
Not only starved theirselves, but evry mouze. 

" I've heerd, Sir, a fine Lady f, zome time dead, 
Did keep a shop vor Titles, and got rich ; 

And sold mun just as bakers sell their Bread, 
Or as a porkman sellth a Ham or Flitch : — 

" Up jump'd Sir Jan, Sir James, .Sir George, Sir Will, 
Up with his star and garters rose my lord: 

This was the case, I hear, and may be still; 
And places too she sold, to make a hoard. 

'^ Now there's Lord Ilol}e, that I remember well 
When simple Mister RoUe, not one crumb more ; 

What made'n a great lord? Lord ! / can tell : 
T^vas Pitt, and Devonshire interest, to be shore. 

• Tlie late Lord Kenyon, of «meraMe memoi^ -, and a preaefU great liiw Lord. 
t Madame SdiweUeobrrfp. 
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'^ Lord bless U8 ! I remember that a$ hotv 
He was a simpk Squire, upon my soul ; 

And meend too that his wife, my lady noWj 
Call'd 'n nort else but Jaony, Janny RoUe^ 

" Now by God's marcy, and your kindness, Sir, 
If ever from this Hell* I should escape ; 

From home I shall he Z0 ashamed to stiir, 
liiere'U be such talk, and laugh, and gHn^ and gape ! 

" I never now shall hare my pretty rambles; 

Afeard of evry Butcher, evry Drab : 
Ne'er go for beef and mutton to the shambles^ 

Nor to the fish-stalls for a plaice or crab. 

" I ne'er must put my nose upon the Hoef ; 
^ The people s jeers wud give me zuch a shock : . 
And slily by Mill-Prison I must go, 
To sell my pots and drippinjg-pans in Dock. 

*^ti»aMertad».aiidfhiBteryrefp9Ctibleaatboiit7, IM this p«ttietic Elegy 
was sent to the Minister before the senteoce took place, and produced a most 
fortunate peripHia in this Newgate Dnuna. 

t A most delightfnl Walk for the PljftnaiUkimM, now totally neglected on 

ft 

account of its come^^MM/tfy beanty* , 
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" The World s too body I speak it to their shame ; 

When a Man ^I'th, the meanest rogue will bang un : 
Zo with a Dog too ; give un a bad name, 

And evry body hath a rope to hang un. 

^ Voakes will point at me as I go along ; 

The very Boys will hold me by the tail, 
And crack their jokes, and zing a jeering song. 

And whoop, ^ Here's Mister Hamlin come from jail!' 

^ I thought of high preferment, I declare; 

But that, I fear, will never come to pass : 
That I should be one day our Plymouth mare; 

But, Lord ! my lot's to be a Plymouth ass. 

** Instead of marching proudly through our town, 
Amidst the town-voakes all with wondering faces ; 

Deck'd all in scarlet. Lord ! a fine fur gown, 
Just leek a King, behind the silver maces; — 

** Lord ! Lord ! to be confin'd in theese dark place, 
And have a r^e; for zo it may befall : 

Ah me! it is a very differefU case 

Between a room in Newgate, and Guildhall. 
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*' Shore; Sir, IVe drink'd your health a hundred times. 
And never dream'd that you could be uncvoil; 

Have wish'd zome vokes the gallows for their crimesi 
And wish'd the warhoop fellows to the devil. 

'^ Indeed, Sir, you're 9,Jaoourite with us, 
Thort mild and human ; yes, indeed you are : 

But Pitt, and all his dirty gang, we cuss ; 
Though Dock and Plimmoth git so much by war. 

'' We hate the Grenville fieurtion, hate mun all : 
A pack of hungry Hounds, just like starvation; 

That snarl, and quarl, and grin, and bark, and bawl, 
Wanting to burst their guts upon the Nation. 

'* I love his Majesty, deny't who can ; 
True to his government, and evry thing. 

« 

Whene'er he dyeth, Heaven bleds the gentleman ! 
I daan't think we shall git a better King. 

'^ Now, Sir, be please to let a body know. 
And let me zee the end of all my cares ; 

That, if I'm to be hang% Sir, I may go, 

And make my peace with God, and zay my prayVs/ 



2C4 THE HORRORS OF BRIBERY. 

Such are the Tinman's tuneful Sighs, 

That from his gloomy mansion rise, 
Something like Song from dying Swans of old : 

Then, Addington, thy rigour quit, 

Nor boast the iron heart of Pitt ; 
But show that thine was form'd in Mercy's mould. 

Yes, let the Culprit be forgiven ; 

No actual rape took place, thank H^ven ! 
He wish'd to buy thine Honour's pure embraces. 

I own, with awkwardness he strove ; 

A country bumkm in his love, 
A pmple CynioB 'midst the polish'd Graces. 

Then smile, and put the Bumkin out of pain. 
And send him whutUng to his shop agitin''^. 

• •< And wfaittkid as lie went, for want of thought" C^mon tnd Iptai^tma. 
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Before the Penitential Epistle could come from the 
Press, the awfiil sentence was pronounced upon my 
^mpk Countryman ; who liaS| I find, been agreeably 
disappointed, in not being ordered for execution. This 
case of an attempt at poHtical simony having been most 
impartially and fairly weighed in the scales of political 
JMticCj it has been determined that Three Months* 
further habitation in a jail, and the payment of One 
Hundred Pounds, will be the precise quantum of 
punishment due to the enormity of the offence. 

The learned Judge (Grose), with the usual pro- 
feaaanal solemnity^ in an eloquent and impressive 
address to the poor trembling Tinman, informed him, 
among other important matters, that, for a First Mini* 
ster to receive a Bribe with a view of securing a pre-< 
ference in the appointment to any office where merit 
alone should be consulted, would be a high misde^ 
meanor and a breach of trust. " It must therefore," 
continued the learned Judge, ** be considered as no 

VOL. V. a 
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small misdemeanor, for any individual to attempt tor 
overturn this comer-stane of the Constitution. 

" Men in all timesj^* continued the learned Judge, 
^^ have held such attempts in abhorrence; and more 
conmtdng proofs cannot be ^ven, than the few in- 
stdrieei on' record, of persons being accused of similar 
offences. It was a practice/' continued the learned 
Judge, ^^ which, if countenanced, would lead to mi&- 
cfifef incalculable; as in every office, civil and military, 
men of ability must give place to the idle, the ignorant, 
and the corrupt.* 

VTitii every deference to the learned Judge, I must 
beg the indulgence of a trifling comment on this part 
of his Lordship's solemn address to the Tinman. That 
a ^Prime Minister . should he superior to a Bribe, in 
order that Merit aUme should receive the meed of her 
labours, may readily be admitted ; but had the learned 
Judge observed the transactions of the Woiid, and 
more particularly the political World, he would kave 
discovered that few, very few, have founded their pre- 
tensions to high honours and lucrative i^pointments 
on the basis of such* an unfashionable and solitary 
claim as merit. The pedestals on which the roBst 
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conspicuous figures of thb Kingdom are elevated, are 
composed of a stained and rotten stonCy instead of the 
unsullied^ solids nay, immortal marble: Was it merit 
that pleaded for the '' heaven-bom Minister * ?* God 
mend the poor angels he left behind, if formed of 
similar materials ! Was it merit that created bim 
QHmcellor of the Exchequer ? Was it merit that intro'* 
duced bis Brother, of sleeping and yawning memory, to 
the first situation in the naval department ? Was it the 
merit of his most disinterested Associates, that pro* 
cured themselves such a handsome provision, on their 
various resigiiations ? Had there been a single blush 
in the skin of a Pitt, it must have appeared on that 
occasion. Was it merit that raised the humble Bel- 
lows-blower of the late huge Organ of Saint Stephen's 
Chapel f videlicet Master Canning); placed him on 
the baok of that lean taxae jack-ass the Nation, with 
Mother Hnn, aod her daughters irom the country 
theatrical barns ; Brother Tom the Tinker, from Pen* 
tODviUe; and Brother Bob, a common Soldier, from 
Botany Bay ? Such is the reepectabk and motley group, 
worthy the pencil oX some modern Hogarth. Such wa# 
Ibe heaoeM-^bom Minister's laudable remuneration of 
virtuous labours^ and such his boasted political eco* 

* So mbtimely denomiiMtod by one Mnter Drake, in a parllamentaiy oiatioB. 

as 
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nomy ! Was it the modest voice of merit that pleaded 
for Lord Grenville, and his poor Wife ? But I am tired 
of putting questions that raise a smile at the instant 
they are proposed. 

The assertion of the learned Judge, that " men in all 
times have held Bribes in abhorrence^** wants confirm^- 
ation ; and that the " iew accusations " of the commis- 
sion of the crime " on record *' are " convincing proofs *' 
of such abhorrence^ is certainly fallacious. Thus do I 
deny both premises and conclusion. That Bribery is 
not held in universal abhorrence^ I appeal to every 
man that can see and hear^ as well as to thousands that 
taste BXidJeel; and I assert, that the paucity of accu- 
sations for Bribery which appear on record is more 
owing to the hwe and acceptance of the Bribe, than the 
abhorrence. Such is my humble sentiment of the pre- 
sent state oi political corruption, so diametrically oppo- 
site to those of the Judge, who, I am inclined to think, 
argues from particulars to universals; and, from the 
purity of his own heart, infers the virtue of the Million : 
which strongly induces me to believe that the learned 
Judge is, in politics, more of a simple Parson Adams * 
dian an artful and unprincipled M achiaveL 

• A dHracter dnwa by Fiddlog, in tliat e&cellenC norel JoMph Andnwi. 
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So. universal is tbb terrible vice, that even the sacred 
reffoa of Parnassus is not exempt from its taint 
Mister Francis Riviugton, lately a great Commuider 
in the Bridewell Volunteers, and a great Bookseller to 
boot ; and Mister Charles Riyington, great among the 
saints of Methodism, and eke great in partnership with 
his Brother Francis ; also the Reverend Mister Nares, 
grmt in ecangeltcal Children, called Sermons, poor still- 
bom brats ; moreover, the Reverend Mister Beloe, great 
in literary Children, long since dead, named Transla- 
tions, Poems, &c. (the aforesaid two reverend Gentle- 
men bemg now the two great spinning jennies of the 
Rivingtonffkwnj/flC/ure of monthly criticism*); these, I 
say, sit on the apex of Parnassus, and dispose of places 

• Hie two nrauDiirho labour in the critinl vineyard called the Biituh Critic, 
and ai« flie principal workinen. Hiey at at the right hand of the RiiiDftoni 
at every eritiad 4u)Kr; aud are looked up to with rermnct by the inftrior 
lUtrtytctlpen that are hivited to tbe RiviiKtoD table, to exhibit their aca^ 
■ndreceive the wagei of their CMctiliMi. TabesninewliatKriaa*; I would ad- 
viie tbeae two Tt na c in g parsMu, who prdnd to piety and monls, not to damn 
a littlfe anntory line in nw Author, and recommend in a (train of paDCgjiic 
a worii that woold have defied the pvorient powen of tile bmoa Iiord Ro. 
dieater to nrpan. A pair of Divioea, pieachiog pie^ in tlieir polpit*, and !•• 
comnendiDB (even bjr qootatian) the laedat imgt that ew were nog at the 
orfpei of tbe Cypnan OoddenI The fiiUf and iosdrsF iMding' from tbe mm* 
■hopl For dMue, nnonil tbe «It«n of Chriit and Veotu Aoold oerer b* 
■tlended by tiie Mine A v^-priMfi. 
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to literary Ladies and Gentlemen wIk) digh for a niche 
in the temple of Immortality. As criticism i^ ccmsi- 
dered by the aforesaid gentlemen in the light of a tratk^ 
like bookselling and preachings they naturally endeavour 
to nutke the most of it. So much for hypocrisy. 

To conclude my commentary. — Let me inform the 
learned Judge, that, by extending his scale of informa- 
tion^ be will find that Public Virtue, so far from being 
in its blcom^ is in a most lamentable decline : and that, 
if the minutest wheels of the political machine are not 
smeared with the oil of corruptbn, the v^hole will be at 
a stand-still ; or, to use the more energetic language of 
Doctor Johnson, of sesquipedalia^ verba memory, it 
would resemble the pyrotechnic wheel, which, for want 
of more of the sulphureo-nitrato-carbonic particles of 
explosive animation, experiences annihilated effulgence; 
and, submitting to the vt^ inertia^ becomes destitute of 
the rotatory circumgyration* 
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In cold neglect is Qemin hewd to aigli; 
And Virtne lifts in vain the kngnid eye. 
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PROLOGUE. 



A Sage, whose name I don't at present know 
(And 'tis no mighty matter, I confess), 

Says, if he wish'd to curse his bitterest foe. 
How would he do it? — curse him with success. 

*^ Curse me," cries every one who reads my Book, 
'^ If / don't wish that formidable eoil: 

On im let Fortune ever smiling look, 
I'll run the risk of going to the Devil." 

I fear JTm one of those; and wish to meet 
Dame Fortune always smiling, in my pow^r : 

Adversity one can't with pleasure greet; 
Too much a cross Old Maid, so very sour. 

T enjoy Life's comforts be my lucky lot ; 

Same let me have, dear life, however small: 
^* A mauscy** the proverb tells us, '^ in the pot, 

Is always better than no meat at all.*' 
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Few are the treasures that Parnassus yields : 
Its hills and dales, of very little price, 

Abounding more in rocks than golden fields ; 
And less in sheep and caws^ than rats and mke. 

The streams of Helicon are deem'd dimne^ 
. Yet quench not thirst of Bards like British ale : 
Envy must own, its founts are vastly fine ; 
^ Yet Poets oil prefer the tubs of Thrale. 

Poets are ever treading upon Stars, 
Sublimely walking arm in arm with Gods ; 

Neglecting thus all sublunary cares ; 
Good solid Beef for Shadowsi Songs, and Odes* 

Mild is the mien of Merit; ah^ how meek ! 

All diffideaoe^ she looks with downcast ejfe* 
A blush, a crimson blusl^ o'erspreads her cheek ; 

And fear of censure gives her soul a sigh. 

From tumult &r she loves to wander, far ; 

A simple, pensive, silent, thoughtful Maid ; 
AH lonely shining like the £vening Star 

That sparkles on the solitary shade. 
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She pants not for the splendour of a name ; 

To praise, to Flattery, nvishing to be deaf : 
Trembling, she steals herself away from Fame ; 

A blushing Strawberry bid beneath a leaf. 

Sweet though her song, she hopes no/ to be heard : 
In groves, the melting softness shuns the li^ ; 

In secret warbling, like the tuneful Bh'd 
That, shaded, charms the listening ear of Night. 

How timidly she tapp'd at Grandeur's door, 
Afraid to wound the ear with slightest pain ! 

Where Gruff the Porter bade her, with a roar, 
Go to the Devil with her canting strain. 

There, Folly rushes with his dirty boots. 
Tattoos, and nearly thunders down the dwelling. 

Loaded from Drummond's, Mordecai's, or Coutts' : 
Hark ! like his Hounds, tempestuous, howling, yelling. 

Lo, Gruff* (his hand, for ever on the watch. 
With many a piece of silver has been crowned), 

Proud a round oath, or friendly damn, to catch, 
^' Hopes that hu honour'M well," and bows to 
ground. — 



iSa PROLOGUE. 

" fFhere dwells this blushful Beauty of our isle?'' 
Exclaims the World : " this Merit let us *ee." — 

That World (an unbelieving Jew) will smik, 
When I inform him that she dwells with me. 

Yes, let me own I nursed the infant Hope ; 

Expecting presents from the Lord's Anointed. 
" Bless'd is the man who nought expects^'' says Pope ; 

^^ For, lo, that man shall not be disappointed.'' 
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ELEGY TO THE KING. 

The Poet informs his Majesty of a Riimoor oTgreai ikingi having been doot 
for him at Court ; and of his aiokward Situation in Consequence of Uiat Ru- 
mour, arising from the tetauiff Visits of Friends and CredUtn: and suppli- 
cates his Majesty's gracious AttaUum to the Subject, and to relieve his 
Anxiety. 

O King ! the wondrous changes in the State 
Engage these curious eyes of mine, to dee 

If Madame Fortune means to change my fate ; 
That \sy if Ministers have thought of me. 

Soon as the Post arrives, I seize the Papers ; 

As much for place my appetite is whetted : 
In vain ! And then I fall into the vapours, 

And think it hard my name is not gazetted. 

Friends have pour d in : " Ah ! Peter, my old boy ! 

The old jade Fortune has been kind at last. 
Joy, joy, Pindaricus; we give thee joy : 

Well, well, the Loaves and Fishes come at last/" 



238 TRISTIA; OR, 

In vain I tell them that 'tis no such thing. 

And represent it as an idle rumour. — 
*' Poh ! Peter, thou art joking: our good King 

Forgives a jc*/, and loves a bit of humour r — 

" Sirs, what d'ye mean ? I've nought, upon my soul." — 
" What ! not a hint? no message? ha ! no letter? 

Soon we shall hear thy coacKa thunder roll : 
Credat Judaus^ Peter ; we know better." 

The mad £x-courtiers cry, " Thou old Black Sheep, 
Thy rhyming sins will never be forgiven : 

In peace in this World ne'er expect to sleep ; 
Nay more, expect not to make peace with Heaven." 

Bonfires have also blazed ; lit up by people 
Whose patience, almost lost, for years has tarried : 

The Bells too, nearly cracking the old steeple, 
Pealing as though the Poet were just married. 

The Marrow-bones and Cleavers have been here, 
To pay a compliment upon my pennon. 

^^ Ah, Butchers !" I have whisper'd in their ear, 
'* Fudge ! downright fudge ! mere humbug ; sheer 
invention,'' 
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The Cook too» with his petit souper biHs, 
For some detf Lais, fond of pretty pickiog ; 

Who, fair as Hebe, just like Heb^^Us, 
So fond of oyster-sauce and a broil'd chickeo ! 

The Pot-boy soon, and Taylor too, I fear, 
Will pay their court : the Barber too, the prig, 

I make no doubt, will presently appear, 
Inquiring how I liked my last new wig. 

And, ah ! the Cobler too has sought my room, 
To compliment the Poet and his Muse ; 

Quite dissipated all his former gloom, 
With smiles presenting ^' a small bill for shoes.'* 

The little Robins, seldom seen before, 
Seem twittering gratulation to the Poet : 

Wagtails and Sparrows too surround my door. 
Chirp pleasure, and the Cocks in concert crow^ it. 

Even from its hole, beside my straw-stufF'd bed, 
A poor starved Mouse who hears these sounds of 
Babel, 

Pokes forth, with seeming joy, his little head, 
To spy if any thing is on the table. 
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^' Poor Mouse !" I sigh : ^^ thy face must still be leaoi 
Like mine; since nothing has been done^br mCy 

How canst thou, though thy appetite be keen, 
Expect that something should be done^or thee f* 

Thus has this diabolical report 

Plunged your poor Poet in a sea of trouble : 
Thus have the fancied honours of the Court 

Deceived, and got me in a horrid hobble* 

Dread Sir, your Bard's ambition soars not high, 
To take Pitt's place, or join the Privy-council ; 

But yet a warbling Goldfinch, such as I, 

Might peck some hemp-seed, taste a little groundsel. 

Yes, Sire, this mortifies and makes me sad : 

Pleased should I be to meet your high commands ; 

Beyond a doubt, I should be vastly glad 
To join the Royal circles, and kiss hands. 

Then, Sir, permit the Bard t' approach the Throne, 

To ask if this intelligence be true : 
The World proclaims it with the firmest tone ; 

Yet none can teU his fortune^ Sir, like you. 



THE SORROWS OF PETER. 241 



ELEGY TO THE SAME. 

■ 

The Poet remariu the Change of SentimaUi in favour of three principal Patri- 
• ots, Fox, Sheridan, and Bnrdett, &c.— The Poet, hehig one of the Su^ in 
the list of the proicribed^ wishes his Fleece to be wluiened by the Sunshine of 
a Onai'SmMU: but apprehends that fortunate Epocha to be at wme DiiUnee, 
—He hints to his Majesty, that he has no Disinclination to accept of some- 
thing handsome ; rebtes a mortifying Circumstance in the life of poor May- 
nard, a French Poet; and mentions the Want of Hospitality in mrne of the 
Gentlemen of the Palace. 

Oh look at Sheridan, Burdett, and Fox ; 

Such terrors once, such bugbears to the Crown : 
Lo; nothing now in either Patriot shocks ! . 

The Palace marks their forms without a frown. 

Pages, and Maids of Honour, at their names. 
No longer pale and trembling keep aloof: 

Demons no more, their mouths emit no flames ; 
No tails they wear, nor carry horns and hoof. 

'' Heavens ! Mister Fox is quite a charming man; 

So placid, and so generous in his nature : 
And then again for Mister Sheridan; 

So lively, clever, Lord ! so great a creature :-^ 

VOL, V. R 



2;^ TKBTLi^ Oft, 

Mfffri, mh2 of vk, 
m sooi-hnwoafdy sober, mellow ; 
matt a iMtnig^ one could sit, 
Tj iw ilia tadk ; lies such a pleasant fellow:- 



^ fUI of kb fitty and alwaji fomething new ; 

O beai^QS ! a Ni^tingale, to Kit the croaker : 
Ode easy, as we say, as an old Shoe ; 

The other, stiff and formal as a Poker. 

*^ Then there's Sir Francb, how polite a man ! 

So worthy, and hb character so fair is. 
Pays all his debts, uncommon ! a black swan ! 

Oons ! down with Cold Bath Fields, and down with 
Aris! 

^ «& handsome, and so neat as a new pin, 

^ like a gentleman in every feature ! 
Lv^l \ what a shame Mamwaring should come in ; 

A stMbky, oasty^ black and ugly creature f 



^' IVre; Pitt has kick'd the bucket; what a rout ! 

He uit^kde the people many an empty dish : 
V\a Ptwfty were unwilling to crjf oui; 

)^t no ooe^ to be sure, cries ' Stinking Fish.* 
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" He's dead ; aad Heaven go with him, where he goes : 
Poor bees, he robb'd our hivea of all the honey. 

Hard are his taxes, God Almighty Imows : 
Like 90 mnch Dmig, he ahoveird off our MonQ;."— 

Yes, Fox and Sheridan, and poor Buitlett, 
Sore frighten'd all the Pages, Maids, and Daoses ; 

Put all the Cooka and Scullions in a sweat : 
JVohea in their forms, tatApmon in their name?. 

Poor Sheep, by Pitt call'd black, throughout our I«l«; 

Poor Lambs, that wander'd bleating to aad firo ; 
Now, in the sunaluDe of the Royal unile. 

Behold, thdr Fleeces are as white as Snow ! 

Oh, would my wool but turn a little white ! 

I too tan black, and doom'd to bleat and hunger. 
*' Ko," cries my ruHng Star ; " thou still must bite 

llie bamn rock, and wait a little longer." 

My Liege, there are some very pret^ places . 

Tliat I could fa\; at least, that would^ me: 
One whisper to their Lordships^ or their Graces, 

Would doi I think we should not du^gree. 
as 
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:" Who first an oyster eat, was a bold dog;" 

So said King Charles, whom hunger seldom vext 
But he (say I) who ventured on a hog, 
' Must think of dining on the Devil next 

Ah ! sharp is hunger ; for, to feast on air 

Must make the stomach look confounded blue. 

I grant, those things kcg formidable fare : 

What will not Teeth, t' obUge the Stomach, do ? 

A Poet of great poverty and fame, 

Maynard, address'd old Richelieu on a day : 

*^ My Lord, I'm sunk in years, and blind and lame; 
Ere long, the debt of nature doom'd to pay : — 

^^ Soon as I gain the Elysian fields, the King, 
Our late good Monarch, whom we all must love, 

Will say, * Monsieur Maynard, what news d'ye bring ? 
What are my Si^bjects doing, pray, above ?* 

" Then will I mention the great things I see ; 

Report y(mr deeds, that dazzle ^very eye : 
Now should he ask, Sir, what you did for fne. 

What to the King, my Lord, must I reply ?"— 
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" Reply?" cried Richelieu to him; "anawer, nought" 
Oh, what aD answer to sa gneat a Foet ! 

Thus to disgrace the Cardioal was brought^ 
And History's blushiog page will ever show it 

Dread Sir, your Palace-gate I often pass, 

Kneel at your door at times, and scent your meat; 

But neither Cook nor P^ comes out, alas. 
And kindly crieth, *' Peter, rise and eat" 

ELEGY TO THE SAME. 

He monlJMi on Virtne and Money; mentiiMB Uie Ncfl^t "^ cekbraicd 
Anthon-, and thninplu in tbe Idea of tbe Honour* be abonld receiTe frnm 
NapeleoQ, conld be be timrtytd to Parit.— Gives ■ noble Speed) of tlie 
Emperor on file Occadoik— The Poet condndM witfa droppiiv aDotiicr hint 
to his HiOotr ■1>°°I ■"Til and plaea, whid la*t be *erj prabaUj wiU iliv 
coTsr to be purely Utopian. 

'* What's Virtue, without,/orft(nc to support it?" 
Says Horace ; " viler than the vilest weed." 

What Genius? grant sublime, yet who will court it? 
The World inquires not, who can write or read ? 

But he who gives a splendid ball or rout, 
Like Thelluson, a breakiaat or a dinner; 

Him, him, the World endeavours to 6nd out ; 
Makes mts of fools, and tancti^et a sinner. 




1146 TRISTIA; OR, 

Tbe gttUe Ovidy whom the Graces love, 

Charmed with his pkiotive hyte the hills of Thrace : 
No teus ooold mdt, mo sypfrficadon move ; 

The £i3e pined, and perishVl in disgrace. 

Yet all the World, one oniversal cry, 

CoadanDS the rancoor of the Emperors soul ; 

That firown'd, unmoved by Pity's melting sigh, 
The abject skve of Passioo's proud control. 

Old Homer, that sabiiiiie immortal name, 

IVwr Bard ! sungBaUads throng the streets of Greecej 

To save himself from ftaune (what a shame I), 
And sold them lor Me kaffpamf apiece. 

Our Milton too, with equal spkit fired, 
No Patron found, hb talents to requite ; 

And pining, fiom a barbarous World retired, 
SuQg darkling, like the tuneful Bird of Night 

The plaintive Otway perished through hard need, 
>VhUe riiymii^ Dulness batten'd at her ease ; 

Ami Drjtfen, on mbrasm formed to fed, 
Just like a Rat, has dined on ire^d and cheese, . 
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Much did King Charles our Butler's works admire. 
Read them and quoted tfaem from mom to ni^t ; 

Yet saw the Bard in penury expire, 
Whose wit had yielded him so much delight 

And you, my liege, if Fame the truth report. 
In reading verses oft employ your leisure; 

And often, from the tumults of a Court, 
Read certain odes too, with uncommon pleasure, 

» 

Eternal scandal to the barbarous age, 

In piteous penury Saavedra pin'd ; 
In piteous penury lay poor Lesage : 

Oh, what a sting^ig satire on mankind ! 

Yet let one action of the day shine forth, 
(And candour loves to dwell upon my tongue :) 

Thurlow could see a Cowper*8 modest worth, 
And crown with fair reward his moral Song. 

Dame Fortune never asks me what I wish : 
Though hold my flights, that raise the eyes of Kings, 

They ne'er exclaim, '^ Thou wondrous Flying Fish, 
Amidst our seas of Claret wet thy wings." 
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Oh would the Angel to my room repair, 

Who raised good Habakkuk, and lift mg crown, 

(No matter by the wig or by the hair,) 
And then in Paris gently set me down; — 

Soon at my lodgings would arrive a card, 
From him whose deeds a World with wonder fill : 

^' The Emperor's compliments, requests the Bard 
Would eat his mutton with him enfamlte.^* 

Then, as the bottle jovially we push. 
The Gallic Alexander roars with spirit, 

" Great Monsieur Peter, I shall beat the bush 
For some nice place to crown your matchless merit. 



Then will he say to Monsieur Talleyrand, 
'^ I honour Genius, and of Bard the name ; 

So take this charming Poet by the hand. 
And cover yon ungrateful Isle with shame. 



f» 



It 



Behold me then on Fortune's wheel, in short, 
High jfix'd, a seeming Hero of Romance ; 

Kiss'd by the Ladies of Napoleon's Court, 
And visited by all the Wits of France !— ^ 
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Such is the picture Fancy loves to paint, 
A scene perhaps that sober Wbdom scorns. 

Sick is my soul, with disappointment faint : 

" Curst cows," reports the proverb, " have short 
horns." 

Tell not in Gath nor Askelon such things, 

And furnish Scandals tongue with defamation : 
No ; let her never cry, " The best of Kings 
^ Neglected the best Poet of his Nation." 



Pleased, on his tombstone couldst thou read these words? 

^^ Here lies the Bard of humour, wit, and whim ; 
Who though he sweetly smiled on Earth's great Lords, 

They ne'er bestowed a single smile on him.^ 
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ELEGY TO LORD GRENVILLE. 

The Poet accofles the DelaaoDS of Hope, who had promised him a Namber of 
good ikmgo; sings with mach patkot of the Treasury, and a ttnmger called 
Money; and concludes with a handsome Compliment to Lord Gienville, 
hO|Mng for the Honoor of his Lordship*8 Acquaintance. 

Hope whisper'd, that my market would be made. 
If one day Pitt should go upon his tnwels. 

Lo ! Pitt is off; yet Fortune lags, a jade. 

This, please your Lordship, the poor Poet gravels. 

Hope whisper'd me that Calumny's black breath 
Would cease, and that the howling imp would die. 

Yet in the winds I hear the fiend of death : 
This steals a sorrow from your Poet's eye. 

Hope flatter'd : but her pleasure is, to cheat ; 

She loves to chouse the feeble-sighted Mole ; 
Her mansion forms the Idiot's last retreat ; 

Her glittering beams, the moonshine of the soul. 

O Grenville, who hast felt the furious storm, 
And bellowing thunders, of the gloomy main ; 

Traced too with boldness Danger*s giant form ! 
In port, at anchor, thou art snug again. 
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While now amid thy fleet, with towering pride, 

Safe moor'd, secure from rocks, and winds, and fog ; 

Admit my little cutter alongside. 
And ask its Master to a g^s of grog. 

The Treasury's golden door to many a man 
Opes wide; ah ! shut on me, the bright abode ; 

These shoes have tramp'd from Beersheba to Dan, 
Nor found a small brass fardiing on the road. 

A Guinea's lovely face I never see ; 

Though strong my passion, wishing to be billing : 
Even little Sixpence prudish is to me; 

And coyer too her elder sister, Shilling. 

With thee the beggar is no longer poor. 

The blackest sinner white-wash'd soon and sainted: 
Regeneration then within thy door, 

Oh what a pity we are not acquainted ! 



ELEGY TO LORD HENRY PETTY. 



na Poet *ddrene« Lord Henry Petty on tbcwe importuit Olfiectt called Me 
and Drink; dnclaimi tbe Vuutiea^f Ambition, hia kighttt beiugto ting in 



Petty, of whose taleDts, virtues. Fame 

Is with her trumpet pleaded to talk a deal ! 
Oh listen, if thou lovest a Poet's name, 
To what concerns a Poet much, a meal. 

To me has Nature bountifully ^ven 

A handsome stomach, and discerning palate ; 

Forgetting to complete my earthly Heaven, 
And put a little something in my wallet 

1 wbh not to be Minister, not I ; 

I put not up my prayers for- Petty's place : 
Nor Fox, nor Sheridan, produce a sigh ; 
To Ireland goes unenvied Bedford's Grace. 

Too often Fortune, on her cloud-capp'd tow'r, 

Shall place a gentleman ; and then, uncivil. 

Shall bid the thunder roar, and torrents pour, 

And wdsli and blow his lionours to the Devil. 




I 
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Survey gude Melville and his gude friend Trotter, 
Who drove the World before them in high glee : 

Amphibious Melville ; yes, a kind of otters 
That lived on flesh and fish by land and sm. 

Be somewhat mine ; but, far from bustling men. 

In stilness be the gentle Poet blest ! 
In 6ecret solitude a humble Wren, 

To hop and peck, and twitter near my nest 

Form'd with economy ^ in Wisdom's school, 
• What Government may give I will not squander ; 
And imitate the Prodigal, the fool. 
Eat grains in hog-sties, and a vagrant wander. 

The gay Hilario lived in style, in state ; 

A palace for his mansion, dined with Dukes ; 
Enjoy VI his carpets, sofas, pictures, plate. 

Dogs, horses, music, mistresses, and cooks. 

Pale Envy marked with wishful eye the scene : 
How long ? ah ! soon did Fortune turn her back ; 

Revoked her smiles, and show'd an alter'd mien. 
Refusing farthings where she gave a lack. 
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Behold him meagre, wan, m mean attire, 
Doomed ever in a prison's cell to pine ; 

Now cooking, at a little hungry fire, 
A pound of tainted mutton on a twine ! 

Much should I like to see a Joint of Meat, 

Instead of one poor solitary Chop ; 
Afford my friends, at times, a little treat ; 

The Fidler call, and give their heels a hop. 

My mansion too I would enlarge, I own ; 

Increase my tables, knives and forks, and pottery 
Now this, my Lord, could easily be done, 

Would Fortune ask me to attend her lotUry. 

One word from Petty makes the Goddess kind^ 
Which thus a pretty little place secures : 

My Lord, though to my merits always blind^ 
Her eyes weire open'd to discover ywri. 



J 
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ELEGY TO LORD SIDMOOTH. 



The Poet exhibits a Sort of Claim on Lord Sidmooth*! Attentions, founded od 
theTarioDsand dni|Nons Battles be foaglit in Support of his AdministmtSon^ 
He freely acloiowledges his Smile on Us Lordship's yinidair, that le^ 
so much FMoice the Bribe of the silly nnthinkinif Manuftctdlfer.— He gtres a 
pathetic History af the TiamanTs decffiau^ Hadtfa, Us Swaftlikfl SoOlo^iiy 
before his Death, his Epitaph; and aud^es np all Matters with Lord Sid- 
month by a small Sarcum on his own Mnse, and a handsome Compliment to 
the noble liord. 

O SiDMouTH) aU^ Addington, on high 
I mark thee basking in the Royal smile ; 

Where Honours^ duck as Hops, and pensions lie, 
That spread a lustre o*er our happy isle. 

So high in favour, and so near the Throne, 

Say, canst thou not, by ways and means^ contrive 

To gratify a harmless humming drone 

With some small honey from the Court's huge hive? 

Oft have I dwelt widi pleasure on thy name, 
And fou^ thy battles in the wars of wit ; 

And oft, the tuneful Stentor of thy £une, 
I took thy part against the Jmiu Pitt 
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Now charged with Ode, the Muse, with much renown, 
Has fired from Newspapers a deadly gun ; 

Klnock'd many an imp of Opposition down, 
Now with a red-hot satire, now a pun. 

SucIl are the services^ performed with spirit ; 

Then ponder on the labours of the Muse : 
Think of a something to reward her merit ; 

The Dame would thank thee for a pair of shoes. 

4 

Hark, hark ! I hear the voice of hundreds cry, 
" Thy Muse has covered him with ridicule." 

This allegation let me not deny ; 

But Sidmouth should have smiled upon the fool. — 

Muse, on the Tinman let us drop a tear, 

» 

And breathe a gentle sigh upon his fate ; 
Who took to heart his destiny severe, 

And never after made a spoon or plate : — 

Ne'er solder'd stewpan, saucepan, or a kettle ; 

Made not extinguisher, nor pair of snuffers ; 
In short, ne'er meddled with one bit of metal : 

So much a wounded deUcacy suffers. 
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Lone in his parlour, just behind his shop, 
Poor man ! in solitude he sat and sigh'd ; 

Tears from his eyes, like Peas, were seen to drop, 
When thus, in sorrow sunk, the Tinman cried :— * 

^' Farewell my dripping-pans ! tin jacks, farewell ! 

Skimmers and syringes, and toasting-forks, 
Tin pint and shaving-pot, and scallop-shell ! 

Farewell my shop, with all its shimng works ! 

** Farewell my hopes, that whisper'd a fur gown^ 
That to the windows brings all Plymouth faces : 

No Mayor, in ghry to parade. the town ; 
Before my Aldermen^ be/und my maces. 

** Since Newgate held me, I am lost, forlorn ; 

My strength decays, in speech I daily falter: 
Hourly I wish I never had been bom. 

For every thing around me smells of halter.'^ 

Thus moum*d the Man of Tm, and spoke no more : 
I saw him carried to the churchyard's gloom ; 

I sought his grave at evening's stilly hour, 
And sympathising thus inscribed his tomb : — 

VOL. V. s 
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^^ Here lies a Tinman^ who, to wisdom lost. 
Tried hard to bribe a Minister of State ; 

Who knew not, when a man obtabs a pott^ 
That all the tirtues on his Worship wait. 

^^ Poor Man ! he knew n6t that the j7*ea^ are good^ 

Inflexible, in bononr vastly nice ; 
That virtue ever mingles with high blood ; 

That lofty Lords, like Coblers, have their price/'' 

Yes, Sidmon A ; though thy talents I admired. 
And loved thy virtues, thou couldst not escape : 

By laughing-subjectis is the Muse inspired ; 
And mine's a Kttle, saucy, grinniag Ape. 

And whei^e is all the mighty hatm^ I wonder ? 

What is it all, when aU is said imd done ? 
The Bard, to kill a Midge-ily, pours a Thunder ; 

And spares tio blemish, though 'tb ib tiie Sua. 
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ELEGY TO LORD ERSKINE. 

The Poet addreises a ji»t Edogimn to the Lord Qumcenor.-He thinks that he 
has taken now and then a poetical liberty with a emimm Peer of the Realm ; 
also with the wtodeat and dUmierttted Mister George Rose-recites a Speech 
of tiie exalted Earl of liverpool; and compbips of the false Opinions of the 
Worid concerning him. 

Erskike ! CD whose head, whose blameless head, 
The Muse <^ Eloquence has placed her Crown ; 

Where Malice has her venom vainly shed, 
Aud Envy, the foul ^ead, has fix*d her frown ! 

Such is thine Honour s fairness, a pure Snow ; 

And such thy talents, as must charm a Nation : 
Blest change ! the Cygnet, for the croaking Crow ; 

Long-wish'd amends for one late elevatien. 

Though far firom Courts, a Culprit in disgrace, 

In dreary solitude my merits shine ; 
Though near a Throne I dare not show my face, 

I*m glad to see the Monarch smile on thine. 

1 think Fve caird Lord Canfigan a fool; 

And, were I King, that Lord should be displaced : 
Heavens ! can the liver of a Saint be coal, 
When such on Fortune's pinnacle are placed? 

82 
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I own, I never could respect George Rose : 
Wishing him captains clerk or purser still, 

Not roll in treasure ; which, God only knows, 
Is Ocean roaring from a creeping Rill. 

^* Hoot !" cries old Liverpool, *^ye rhyming rogue, 
Ye munna laugh at people of high station ; 

Ye that have neither stocking, shoe, nor brogue ; 
Yer lugs should suffer for your defamation. 

^^ Ye thenk, became yer head has some wee brain, 
And thenk, becaze that ye can speel yer letters, 

That ye may shower your Squebs as theck as Rain^ 
And take domn'd leeberties wee all yer betters.'' 

Rave on : no trophies I to Dulness raise ; 

Too proud, though poor, to c^foul weather yjiir, 
Proclaim a dirty Cloud the solar Blaze, 

And Substance yield to Cpstles in the Air. 

Full oft I laugh (to burst with rage is vain). 

To see what false ideas mortals form ; 
A cloud of Darkness drear they paint my Brain, 

With thunder, lightning stuff 'd^ ^d floods wd 
storqn. 
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Ah ! more like Luna, from her eastern bowV, 
That issues forth in radiant robe array 'd, 

Steals sadness from the solitary hour. 
And gilds the horrors of the midnight shade :— ^ 

Or sweet Arcadian Nyniph, whose smiles adorn 

Some region that in Savages delights ; 
Or Lark, the little Syren of the mom, 

'Midst Magpies, Owls, and Jays, and screaming Kites. 



ELEGV. 

TliePoai5rm|»aiiieswitfal)iediiyf«c«rfSteteof A^fft^AM^ aAd 

gives the Comrenatioa tint took pbce k St. George^ Qnpel «t UidHjght^ 
between a Pdr of noble Spectra^ 

Yet not alone is Poeti^ despised; 

The noble Knighthood also feels disgraces t 
At scornful Windsor, is the Order prized? 

The Knights, poor fellows, blush to show their feces* 

Where b the spirit of our ancient sires? 

Tares flourish, where should grow the golden Wheat 
Instead of Glory, groveling Gain inspires. 

How rarely merit md preferment meetl 
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Where are the noble military Knights, 

In Windsor's sacred stalls that ought to shine ; 

Men, for their country that have bled in fights, 
And, glorious, cast a lustre on their line? 

Alas ! the men who now the hmaurs gain, 
Provoke from sober Justice e'en a lau^ ; 

Lo ! by these heroes, sheep alane are slain, 
Geese, turkeys, rabbits, or a hog, or calf. 

There was a time, when Honour was in fashion; 

There was a time, when Glory was ador'd ; 
When Merit was the idol of a nation ; 

When Valour edged the fiiry of the sword. 

Kni^ts who ne'er kill'd a^, except njiea; 

Whom garter, mantle, waving plumes^ adorn ; 
Poor knights of Windsor with disdain survey,. 

Look down upon them with the squint of scorn. 

Twas at the mkfanght hoar, when walk the dead, 
Saint Gecnrge met £dward in the sacred ksoe; 

When thus the Saint bespofae the King: "Ah,N€d! 
Alas ! poor Honour now is in bac wam."-^ 
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'* Dear George, 'tis very tr^e/^ relied the Kbg; 

^^ Poor Honour is just come upon tl^ parish : 
Merit may tramp the streets, and ballads sing ; 

My new-made knights om boast of nothing warrish. 

'' Shall Stitch, the cross-legg*d rascal, to this fane 
Hop from his Board and Hell, to be a knight; 

Th* immortal glory of the Order stain ? 
What ! to the lordly Lion mount a Mite ? 

" Shall Harry Haunch, Dick Duck, and Toby Pigtail, 
Be knightSj because his Lordship cannot pay 'em ? 

Sam Sleilge, Bob B<x>ts, Ben Bramlcloth, And Will 

Wagtail, 
Because his debts are such he can*t defray 'em ? 

'' Oh must Tom Turbot, Tart, and Matthew Mustard, 

Enjoy the lofty honours of the Stall ; 
And on that cream-faced animal, Kit Custard, 

The glories of an Installation fall ? 

^' On market-days, alas ! how dread the sound 
From butcher-JuMgbts, a lOQSit dis^ace^l ciy : 

' Beef, mutton, fourrpence fiuthing, Ma'am, ^ poufid ; 
Nice pork, Wrai ; vaal, Ma'am ; pray, Wami 
w4iat d'ye buy?' 
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" Ere loDg, the brazen barrow-drab, Bet Bundle, 
Shall come and bully, with her bill, my Lord : 

Bet ceases, in a trice, her wheel to trundle, 
To kneel beneath the splendours of the sword" — 

Now crowed the Cock ; the eye of orient Day 
Peep'd on the noble Ghosts, each other greeting : 

" Bye, Ned ; I'll give," Saint George was heard to say, 
" The history ofrm/ Knights at our next meeting." 



ELEGY TO J. DONITHORNE, ESQ. 

The Poet, iqaSatiMoTbappj and iOwtntiTeComptriMna, bemUilk 
Cnieiqrirf'lM nte. 

Heavens, what a World we live in ! oh, how sad ! 

To this, thy long experience will agree: 
Half-fill'd with fools; be-devil*d, drunk, or mad. 

How blest, dear Donithome, were all like thee ! 

Patient as men upon the river's side^ 
Who for a dinner throw the worm or fly. 

So patient 1 Preierments lish have eyed ; 
But cannot book on^ or (o boil or by. 
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Patient as Hunters in an eastern wind, 
(Ungracious wind, for running hares unfit,) 

I seek Preferment's Hare, but cannot jf£m/; 
In perfect stillness sleeps the rusty spit 

The Smiles of Kings who court the trump of fame, 

No Utile partialities should know : 
On merit, wheresoe'er it springs, the same ; 

Like heaven's kind Showers, on every plant that flow : 

Or like the Sun's bright orb that beams on all, 
Disdaining winds and elemental strife ; 

Bids on the lane's poor Pool its kisses iall^ 
And bids it, like the Ocean, teem with life. 

Patient as blushing Vir^s of sixteen, 

Whose ears have heard a Lover's piteous prayer ; 
If those same Lovers are not constant seen. 

Or, faithless, mean to fly to other Fair : — 

Patient as Widows in their mournful weeds, 
When no kind second husband comes to sigh ; 

Or Heir, that cannot to th' estate succeed, 
Because his fietther chooses not to die : — 
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Patient as Cats before the mouse's hole. 

Winking and nursed with sanguine hope the while, , 
To nab the little animal, poor soul : — 

These eyes have sharply vtouud for Fortune's smile. 



Tbe Poet compUna of tbe Bneqoil Distiibotioiu c^ FortmM; of tbe CooDte- 
aance prep bj the Qnat to a file Catgat^cnper «nd Cwin»^nib«r, in Fn- 
fttence toOtenUnuBard; andcoDcInde«ihthai«ni/j(UApo«tnipbetoiv 
Dniuit;, lodepeiideiKe. 

While others sink in seas of roty vine, 
Where ro^ Pitt resign'd his boozing breath ; 

No drowning oceans of tbe grape are mine : 
I catCt afford to put myself to death. 

While others, stufHng, choked on dainty fare, 
Like London Aldermen undaunted die ; 

To Heaven with turtle in their mouths repair : 
I canU afford to choke myself, not I. 

I cannot maiie a Larder of my Throat, 

Nor of my Stooiach form a purple Well : 
Good Claret by the tight aUme I note ; 

And judge of Venison, only by the tmeiJ. 
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Now on a bench I pdnder in the Park, 

Near some frail Nymph as hungry^ beauteous sinner; 
And now alone, voracious as a Shark, 

Dream oi a feast, or count the trees for dinner^ 

Behold ! the Catgut-serap^r, with his croud, 
Commands at will the house of hospitality ; 

Sits by the Peer, not Lucifer more proud, 
And hobs or nobs it with the Man of Quality. 

And now, behold, a bellowing Calf knocks in : 
He thunders, and no Porter dares oppose; 

Jokes with his Lordship, fills himself to chin, 
Where the poor Poet dares not show his nose. 

Behold the Canvas-dauber ! he can draw 
My Lady's eatWace, or her Pug, or Parrot ; 

Shall range at l«rga tlie maasion, and give law s 
But w}iere*s the modest Poet? in his garret. 

Such is the Bard's sad fate of modem days ; 

To gain Life's comforts by his art, unable ; 
A man despised : — ^the long-ear'd Beast that brays. 

Finds in his manger a superior table. 
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O Independence^ to thy name I kneel ; 

Yes, with idolatry I bend the knee : 
If aught of pride, aspiring pride, I feel, 

Sweet Nymph of Freedom, 'tis to live with theer^ 

Then sorrow never would my heart invade :-— 
So let us in some rural mansion dwell ; 

Content will join us there, the simple maid, 
And to a little Heaven convert our Cell. 

Content gives freshness to the fields of air. 
With every sweet the breath of Zephyr fills ; 

Can make our common viands dainty fare. 
And yield a flavour to the fountain's rills. 

Thus will we pass in silent ease the day ; 

Each hour shall carry sunshine on its wingg : 
Nor envy Salisbury's ghry at the Play, 

Five hours a stake behind the chair of Kin^rs. 



Ik. 
I 
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ELEGY, 

He bewails Die World's Want of Candour and Diseemmenty in hearkeniqg to 
one of the Rnrington Reviewen, and paltry ParagraplMpinneri, to his (the 
Poet^) Disadvantage. 

Too poor am I, alas ! to pay for praise ; 

I cannot visit a Reviewer's shop: 
And well I know how much a dinner sways, 

A pot of porter and a mutton chop. 

To gaunt Reviewers, Paragraph-inditers, 
Each trembling door is ever open found. 

Who dares affront sachformdabk writers ; 

Snakes, whose sharp fangs inflict a mortal wound ? 

Puff caird on Daub one morning : ^^ My dear fellow, 
How much improved in colouring and grace ! 

So chaste the contour, and the tints so mellow ; 
Not thoUy but Titian, finished up that £Eu:e. 

'' To thee are Raphael, Titian, feeble souls : 
Daub, o'er the Town its merits shall be spread/' — 

'* Dear Puff, Wife waits with coffee and hot rolls." — 
Puff, like a Bull-dog, breakfasts on the head. 
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Just before dinner^ Puff pops in ag^n : 

" Daub, I Tfmst see the progress of thy art; 

Oh, like thy glowing Pencil were my Pen ! 
Sblood ! all alive : the figure makes one start. 

^^ Exhibit^ Daub ; success is sure, don't doubt it : 
The charming piece will ravish all beholders, 

Spring from the canvas, murder all about it^ — 
Thus dineth Puff upon the neck and shoulders. 

" Daub, what a gem ! HbB finish I must see ; 

With not one flaw, widi lustre so replete."" — 
Thus Puff upon the My drinks his tea^ 

And makes a supper oa the hands Bndjeet. 

Yet not alone on Daub he plays his art : 

The Players too must contribute, beg, and bow ; 

Or woe to Romeo's, woe to Juliet's part! 
He like a Lubber dies, and she a Sow. 

The Singers too must humble, most come doam^ 
Or, lo ! the pen desjtroys them at a stroke : 

^^ Bad, shocking stuff; an insult on the Town : 

CracUd, out of tune, the voice; the Raven's croak'' 
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Poor Tweedledum must also taxes pay, 
Must bend to Puff, or woe to Tweedledum ! 

'^ The fellow has no bow, no tone : he play ! 
Zounds ! to the dancing dogs unfit to strufn^^ 

But Puff possesses still a wider sphere : 
For Puff, the advertising Taylor stitches; 

A scrap of Latin wins the public ear, 
And gives to Puff a handsome coat and breeches. 

The Man of Pork who wi^es for a name, 
Approaches with a joint, or dainty chop : 

His Hogs at once a laurel gftin from Fame, 
And lo ! all London ctH^vrds to Griskin's shop. 

Has Block the Barber got a son and heir. 
Puff pend a paragraph as quick as thought: 

" Quite well the loify and the Chfld appear."*— 
Puff joins Che cfarisTtening, »td ^geits shooed 'htnMght. 

Is Crispin married, Fame must tell the Town ; 

Puff hails th' event, informs the World the news : 
Behold perfection the^ir Lady crown ! 

Puff gets his bridecake J and a pair of shoes. 
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Is Mistress Tripe, the Butcher's ladjfj dead, 
Out flames a paragraph of pretty penship : 

** Resigned and pious tears in plenty shed, 
By all that had the honour of her friendship : — 

" She left three children to lament herfate, 
And worthy Mister Tripe to join their grief/'— 

Rich laud ! in gratitude to Puff, the plate 
Receives a handsome tribute of roast herf. 

Yet more than this can Puff, ah happy Puff! 

In fate how much superior to the Bard ! — 
Besides, thb fellow calls mtf Poems stt^; 

Though form'd by labour hard, ah ! very hard. 

Shield sets my Song, and Incledon may sing ; 

But if the pen of Puff shall chance to damn it, 
Alas, how little wiU the Ballad bring ! 

Too soon the grocer's spice and sug^ cram it. 
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ELEGY TO MR. FOX. 

The Poet addrenes Mr. Fox and Poverty in a tender and pathetic Strain, and 
accosea the late Minister of a moit infamoos Doplicity. 

O Fox ! thy talents Envy's self must own. 

I saw not all thine actions with a smile ; 
In days of yore, my face confessed a frown : 

Some acts indeed disturb'd the Muse's bile. 

The hours of youth are light ; those hours are past. 

But truce ! a sweet forgiveness shall be mine : 
A Summer Sun is sometimes overcast; 

Well pleased, I see thee now with lustre shine. 

If right I guess ; if Fame reporteth true, 
Who very often deals in downright^Aj; 

Fortune has made thee look a little blue, 

And of some pounds of fat has robb'd thy ribs. 

Thou then wilt pity a poor Brother-bard ; 

As courtiers call'd me, " an old rhyming sinner;** 
Who playing, with such want of skill, my card, 

I cannot get a herring for my dinner. 

VOL. V. T 
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Amid the scramble for the loaves and fishes^ 
Ye Gods ! I fear me, I am come too late : 

Such legs and noble sirlmns in the dishes, 
Tis fiard that / should find an empty plate. 

Like Belisarius have 1 fought and bled, 
Attack'd the tyrant Pitt with all soy art : 

What my reward ? a bludgeon on the head, 
Whips on my back, and daggers through my heart 

Pitt's hungry Bloodhounds constant watch'd my walk ; 

When, like the Babe, sweet innocence was I : 
In Coffee-houses listen'd to my talk ; 

And forged, to blast my fame, the ireasorid lie. 

What gave that Pitt, that petriot Pitt, his pow V, 
For which old GhiEitham taUght his heart to hanker? 

Ask Richmond, CartwH^t, \%iio iti evil hour 
JoinM their d^rk counsels at the Crown and Anchor. 

To fire and sword the Jtaming patriot fiew, 
To cut down all the plants of Opposition ; 

Plants from his own infernal seed that grew, 
Nursed in the hot-house of his own sedition. 
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Rewards and statues now the Rogue required, 

To give to immortality his name : 
With danm'd combustibles the house hejired, 

Then sought our thanks for putting out the flame. 

Ah, Charles ! amid the toil for loaves and fishes^ 

I see no change of colour in my fate : 
Though^// my heart of thee, and warm its wishes, 

Not one mj stomach jSHb, or wirfiu soy {rfaAe. 

Go, (for Fm pleased to see Old Nic as soon,) 

Go, Poverty, and never see me more ; 
Who takest knife and fork, and dish and spoon, 

And turn^st the sad inhabitant to door. 

Thy hag-like form, and melancholy tones. 

Sharp nose, and pale cold cheek, and beamless eye. 

And shriveird skin that scarcely veik thy bones^ 
Spread terror o'er xny soul, and wake the i^gh. 

Tis said, that thou some years ago wast seen 
Wkk RMe Bad JeakinsoR, on Scotia^s plain ; 

Then leave, oh! leave me, widi thy ba^ani jniea. 
And visit Rose and Jenkinson again. 

t4 
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. ELEGY. 

« 

Hie Poet confesses his utter Dislike of Pitt's Adiiiinistntioii ; describes liis 
own uncoDimoa Intrepidity; and. relates an apposite Story of a Brotlier- 
Bard, and a rhyming King of Sicily. 

* « * 

Fond of the marvellous are mortab all, 
And love sublimely of themselves to talk : — ^ 

From Paul's church-yard, upon the dome of Paul 
/ ne'er could see a Fly, nor heai^ him walk. 

Yet some have wondrous ears, and wondrous eyes : — 
Drake, ere he came, beheld his idol Pitt ; 

Beheld his angel Jorm amid the skies, 
And heard his wisdom, eloquence, and wit. 

Too oft Credulity entraps the soul : 
She lies in wait for idiotism and youth ; 

Listeneth to tales baptized rigmarole 
And makes them pass for oracles of truth. 

What thousands thought, with marvelling Master Drake, 
That Billy Pitt descended from the skies ! 

I own, / stood not staring like a stake : 
Pitt blazed no meteor on the Poet*s eyes. 
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Yes, I detested Pitt and all his measures, 
And wrote WilRppics on Adminbtiration ; 

For treating just like Dirt the public Treaisures, 
And forcing to the zcorkhause a great Nation. 

Pitt swore he'd hang me ; order'd out his thieves. 
To seize the gentle Poet by the throat : 

But, lo ! the Poet laugh'd at Mister Reeves ; 
Still with ^iTfippics swell'd his daily note. 

*' Thy measures are all vile," I boldly said ; — 
Then vowed he horrid penalty and pain : 

'^ Thy measures are all bad, all bad, all bad," 
Fearless of punislunent, I roar'd again. — 

A certain King of Sicily made Verses ; 

Sends for the Poet Laureat, Mister Bayes : 
Bayes enters ; and the rhyming King rehearses. 

Expecting from his Poet peals of praise. 

Deeming them Gems from the Parnassian mines, 
" Well, how d'ye like my Verses, Mister Bayes ?*' — 

'^ Bad lines," quoth Bayes, " most execrable lines : 
I never heard such stuff in all my days." 
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Black look'd the Tjiant, but pnnued hb RlqfiiieB : 
''Well, iKW what tfamk ^r"—" Worse, my liege, 
and warae: 

Don't publiah them, O King ! and damn the times.* — 
Then Bayes's taste the King b^an to curse. 

The disappoiBtied Monarch, in a rage. 

Loud by his crown and by hb sceptre swore. 

If dios he jodged, he*d put ham in a cagei 
Or chain him all Us life-time to the oar. 



<s 



he King read on ; bo^ah! in^ainbevoad: 
The same ontanefiil lines, the mme doU sallies^ 

Speak MP, Bayes.*^— The poor Ftet shook hbhead : 
''Worse still, and worse: oons! send me to the 
all^sJ' 



S' 
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ELEGY TO MR. SHERIDAN- 

H« CMaplimeatt BIr. flbnite— omAmm Oat be to* bean ■ Ilttnrj It«- 

weww, ItQt 9f tlw wwt cfUMunnate cmhT-e-^t qifnplpi|ii of (be ^Wbetw 
■tit; of MmkiDd ; condenuH Uteniy InipiMtiini ; umI wonden at the Vml 
of DiKrimiintiDn in the World, which m often mistakes a trifiinf Capacity, 
with a Upla Kbi^lbor L t an ri o g , fiv Gm^au. 

Sheridan ! amidst thy walks of wit, 

Success has crotva'd thee, every Muse has smil'd ; 
While Peter, thanks to Dulness and to Pitt, 
Finds Pindus a most melancholy wild. 

Oft am I t«rm'd ^ raggprd of applause, 

And that I do nQtJVftice to the ^mes. 
Alas ! the World cpaiplAii)& without a cause : 

Display the Virtue, and FUJind the Rhymes. 

1 own I've squeezed tonw miserable souls, 

And made them of thdr folly somewhat sick : 

Show'd to a grinning World their phiz ; like Moles, 

'Midst fields they ravaged, in a cloven stick. 

I own, with candour too that I remew'd; 

Unstain'd like Rivington's black tribe3,~my tongue: 
Merit with tomthatekt I ne'er pursued ; 

Spm^ hooting emit, uid kilFd the birds of wag. 
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I spared not puppies, though they bore a star ; 

I spared not blockheads, though they wore Uavn 
sleeves: 
On vile impostors rush'd my angry war ; 

Rogues in saints* masks, and literary thieves. 

A Hound, mute Hound, in cold contempt they call me. 
That never to fair Merit gcpce my tongue : 

With every weapon of offence they maul me, 
Poor Orpheus 'midst the Bacchanalian throng ! 

Much have I suffefd, and my Lady Muse ; 

Bullets, like Hailstones, pelting at our head : 
From Mud Forts fired, call'd Rivington's Reviews, 

Ah me ! incessant showers of brass and kad: — * 

Where, clothed, well fed, warm quarters, handsome pay, 

Enough to put old Satan in a sxveat^ 
Four Parsons, hired (like Swiss) to wound and slay, 

Are peeping, aiming, from the parapet. 

Muse, tell their names, at whom Religion stares ; 

Like Scavengers, that labour in the kennel : 
Maurice and Beloe, all-devouring Naies, 

And supple, fawning, crawling Parson Rennel. 



^^^ 
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O Genius^ thou fair Flower of rich perfume, 

What stinking Weeds have stolen thy sacred name ; 

Displayed their tawdry Colours for thy Bloom, 
Till blushing Folly's self has cried out ^^ Shame !*'• 

Possess'd of memory, Nature's gift to fools, 
Thus Coxcombs read and learn the thoughts of 
others ; 
And, sweird with Lexicons and Grammar-rules, 
Scare with Greek-thunder their old Aunts and 
Mothers. 

Of such I could a manufactory make ; 

With such sad things the groaning World encumber : 
From town and country any orders take ; 

And send, at shortest notice, any number. 

Grosses of Rennels I could quickly send, 

Of Cobler GifTords, and such cobbling fellows ; 

Of Fuselies, numbersj numbers without end ; 

Thousands of Nares, and Maurices, and Beloes. — 

O Sheridan ! once more to thee I turn ; 

Say, is there nothing that my taste would hit ? 
In vain, I fear me, for the gift I mourn ; 

Lol every Wit would kill a Brother- wit. 



Thus, wheii twp ClQuds oi Fire auUi^ely mMt» 
iKU^^difttely ^Q hMrd ino»t aerioua matters ; 

The gloQmy foe* in 4QU»d9 of Thunder greet, 
And» ruahing, tew eaeb other into toltsrs. 



ELEGY. 

He compbOw «( Ui^ ^Vwv^ Mi^lWfe of t|ie QmiT^ Iipi4 of tM« }Ii»tMit;^ of 
Lord Pnade the Lawyer tpwirds )um— {(iTes a pQiiiait of old Ponle, ad 

VtVMII* 

By Courts I'm call'd a devilish saucy fellow : 
The Monkeys chatter, and the Ti^rs growl ; 

The Calves of Quality, offended, bellow ; 
The Hounds of Calumny with fury howl. 

Lord Puzzle wish'd, ajas ! with horrid jaws, 
The pretty lam^ of Poetry to kill : 
* For what enormity of crime ? because 

I sought the Muse's moqnt, to taste its rill. 

Most lustily indeed (4d Pti^^le f wore, 

I roaip'd a Deiopa, awl would eat the State; 
And that my bleatings ivere the I#ion'^ roar ; 
That EUeoboroughV dub elwuld gyve me &te. 
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Perchance the Muse has smikd on poor old Puzzle ; 

For poor old Puzzle is conceited, proud : 
'Tis hard indeed the Muse's mouth to muzzle. 

While others at old Puzzle laugh so loud. 

I dare not Puzzle praise m Yers« or ProsQ ; 

Puzzle, the darkening Ink-fish of the law. 
His mud of doubts around, un3paringy throws. 

And of a Fly'a Foot makes a Tiger's Paw. 

Yet this deciding, und^ddmg man, 

Contrived that Fame should stuff him in her trumpet; 
But Fame, what pity I since the World bfgan. 

Has oft been found a fawning, lying strumpet 

Heaven keep me from old Puzzle and his oourt» 
Full of wig m^dom in hb solenin hour ; 

Full of deep dQubt9j and even of Clerks the sport ; 
Uncertain whether two and two vneikefour* 

To mention him with Bacon or with Hydti 
Would make poor History sick, we won't say wmit. 

Heavensi what a tarnish on h«r pa^B of pdcto ! 
A feeble winking Rushlight, and a CmmU 
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ELEGY TO NARCISSA. 

He confesses the Folly of his Yonth in panning Fortune, who nerer coold be' 
indnced to notice him*— Her Dangfater howeTcr, Jlf»f-Fortnne,inBofm9y 
Aeceu; or nther loo imp m ium Uj addressing liim e^ea at the Hazard of his 
Life*— Tlie Poet recollects past Times and Narcissa, with a sigfa.; and, even 

a 

p 

in the Avimam of his Days, wooM dare whisper mfi T1uKg$ in her Ear, would 
Dame Fortone, with a few kind Looks* prove imroonble to ha WiAes. 

When youth was mine, I envied Fortune's store ; 

With envy gazed upon her splendid dome ; 
Knock'dy with assurance, at the Lady's door, 

And, though I sarv her^ " Nobody at home !" 

My thoughts by day, by night my happy dreams ; 

To Afric's roasting climates did I roam ; 
I sought her mansion near the golden streams, 

And knock'd (poor Peter !) : " Nobody at homeT 

Still went I on, where great Columbus found her, 
'Midst thunder, tempests, and the ocean's foam ; 

Saw" on her isle a thousand Slaves surround her : 
Again I knock'd, but " Nobody at home r 
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" Ungrateful Dame !" I cried : " not see the Bard, 
The Philomel of Britain's polish'd isle r 

Not see the Poet who has toil'd so hard, 
To gain admission for a single smile?" 

Grieved to the soul, to London I returnM, 

And set me down in Duke Street, Portland Place ; 

In sackbloth and in ashes there I mourn'd, 
And cursed my star that kept me from her Grace. 

Yet, though the mother I could never greet. 
Her daughter wished to see me and my books ; 

JI/w-Fortune : oft I saw her in the street 

With Bow-street Runners, men of horrid looks. 

The Damsel swore she hoed me and my wit : 
Twas difficult to keep the Girl in check ; 

For, lo ! near Newgate, in the reign of Pitt, 
Rudely she strove to hug me round the neck. . 

Like Captain Potiphar's bold Wife of yore, 
Who seized the gentle Joseph, she provoked me ; 

And, had I not displayed a Giant's pow'r, 
I verily bdieve the jade had choked me. 
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Yet for mytt^ I wish'd not ttrealth abne ; 

For thee, Ntfrd^sa^ was the wiBh in part : 
I thought thy beautbs ottce would be my own, 

And sigh'd to give thee ^m&n than ray poor heart 

With thtt I hoped to live in rural ease;, 

Far from the tamults of the World withdrawn ; 

Where Health would meet U3 with hef fragrant breese, 
Lead to the hills, and join us on th(e. lawn : — 

Now prune the vine, and zk)W the varioQe tree ; 

With pleasure view the blosdofm^ of per^me ; 
Now in the blueing Fruit (and cull'd fw theeX 

Behold the tempting Rivals of thy bloom : — 

With thee to tread the dens at early day, 
And meet young Monning on the orient hill ; 

Pleased, as the brooks in BHOmurs wind away^ 
To learn some rnwal lesson from the rill. 

With thee I hoped, in Sumoier's golden hour. 
To wtiuider^ arm in arm, the glade along; 

To touch the Lyre of Love amid the bowV» 
And thou the blushing sul^eirt of 4he Song. 
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When Winter ravaged id his »otmy rage^ 
With thee I helped t' tojoy the ebetttf ul fire ; 

With thee cdtiveite, or feid ih' instfuctiive puge^ 
Or ifiiii)]^ with Iky sweeter Vdke the Lyrev 

Now for the tuneful Tenants of the Grove, 
That sue for pity, strew with grain the ground ; 

Poor bk^Y&, the isWdet objects 6i thy lovt. 
That flocking chirp their gratitude around. 

With tliee I wish'd to raise the tender flower^ 
Atkd ib thy pfitwemse dig Ibe grateful soil ; 

With thee the nursing rfll, Narcbsa, pouf, 
And deck at last thy bosom with my toil. 

And when, at midnight, through the vast of shade, 
The tempest whdm'd the World with wild alarms ; 

Then to my bosom press a timid Maid, 
And lose its thunder in Narcissa's arms. 

Such weiie my wishes : yet thou still art fair ; 

And I, though lost some blushes of my cheek 
By Timers rode httid, \irduld f'ortune glltfit liiy pniy V, 

With tove's swe6t whispers would thy cottnge seek. 
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But grant that beauty were no longer thioe, 
Narcissa's converse would the hours beguile.; 

Even in old age would happiness be mtqe : 
Time leaves a treaturey if he leaves thy imile. 



ELEGY TO THE BISHOP OF LONDON 



The Poet sappUcatet his Brother-poet, the gpod Bishop of 
of the great Ouardiaos of the British Mnseam, to dislodge the Psrsoai that 
are g^ot into that Dwelfin)^; thinking it more in Character fiv a pio«i Dii 
to attend rather to the Souls of his Parishionen, thn to Umj Bird^ 
peds, and musty Manascripts: and supplicates for Jkaaseif tlK Post 
Curator. 



O PoRTEUs ! hear a Poet's humble pray V; 

For, Porteus, thou hast been a Poet too 
O/t/ore : like me, of golden trappings bare ; 

I*ike me, with scarce a stocking or a shoe. 



No friends 1»\t I, alas ! on Fortune's wheel; 

No l\itron kimi to help me at a pinch r 
Wut hwppitT thou ! wlien ^vantii^ a good meal, 

S\Mt^t $u\ileii upon ihee Lady Charlotte Finch. 



THE SORROWS OF PETER. 289 

Sweet were the smiles indeed of Lady Charlotte ; 

For, lo ! 'tweis she, as all the World believes. 
So good, so chaste (abhorrent of the harlot), 

Who heard thy prayer^ and gave thee thy Lawn 
Sleeves. 

Say, Porteus, (for thou oughfst to love a Poet,) 
Why can't / get to Montague's great House ? 
As well as can thy Parsons, / can show it, 
' And keep from nits the Elephant or Mouse. 

3 

Three Parsons now are keeping Cock and Hen 
I. From preying worms, the Weasel and the Rat ; 

The tribe of Ostrich, and the tribe of Wren ; 
The tribe of Goose and Cuckoo, tribe of Gnat 

Moths in old Books, and Parchments too, they scout — 
Though great the toily and hundreds worth a year, 

This arm, I trust, can put them to the rout ; 
With eqtml fire attack their front and rear. 

An't please your Lordship, well I know the art 
Of snatching from perdition Fish and Fowl ; 

Can bid mortality from Snakes depart ; 
Preserve a Crocodile, and stuff ^n Owl. 

VOL, V, u 
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As brace as Maurice, brave as Parson Nares, 
These hands the leathern forts of Moth can storm ; 

And, sharp as sportsmen Foxes chase and Hares, 
Through all his various ivindings hunt the Worm. 

Then pray now send each Parson to his parish, 
Where Sin the cradle of each infant rocks ; 

And, since with mtty tribes so wondrous warrishy 
Oh bid them slay the maggots of ^ir^fiocks / 



ELEGY. 

The Poet is addrciMd by the G«ddns Wisdom, who reicb his IMue, yery 
iewert and Teiy dukemiemng ; bat neverthelefls adraanaten good Goona^ 



Who is that Form which cometh clothed in light, 
With step of speechless grace, and front sublime ; 

Whose eye can pierce Futurity's deep night, 
And view the shadowy scenes of distant Time ? 

Immortal Wisdom ! Hear her voice divine : 
" O Peter ! I reject thy tunefid ragp : 

I quote thee oft ; and many a golden line 
Instructs, illuminesy and adorns, my page. 
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" Know too, my Pupils all thy Odes rehearse, 
And dwell with constant rapture on thy name ; 

Yet will foul Slander^s venom seek thy Verse, 
Pale Envy's fiuig too festen on thy Fame. 



t€ 



But, lo ! the Cedar, on the hills that tow'rs, 
Must fiace the Storm, and flo^eet the Lightuiog's stixibe ; 
he Drone will buz around the fairest Flow'ns ; 
The Caterpillar crawls on every Oak. 



^' The royal Eagle, in hb airy sweep, 

By Rooks and Crows is pester'd beyond measure ; 
And, lo ! the mighty Monarch of the Deep 

Too often feels the Sword-fish and the Thresher. 

" Sweet are the melodies, that leave thy Lyre ; 

Rich in invention, fancy, fire, and spirit : 
Yet know, though Taste and Genius may admire. 

Nor Place nor Pension will reward their merit 



'' Hig|i on Parnassus thou canst claim a seat, 
A sure election ; yet^ O Man of Sorrow ! 

li^ martamkef thy mind be fix'd on meat^ 
Go^ keep a wte-ihap in a Cornish borou|^ 

u Q 



ft 



r^ 



292 TRISTIA; OR, 



ELEGY TO CYNTHIA- 

He marreb at the unfair Representatiom of the Worid in regard to his Moie ; 
and etmdidlif avows a stronger PenehtaU for Praise and the tender Passion, 
than for Satire. 

What are my dire offences, what my crimes> 

That I can never, never be forgiven ? 
It seems as if all Hell were in my Rhymes ; 

Shut on my nose each avenue to Heaven. 

No rude, no savage Satirist am I, 

Arm'd with a Sledge to knock poor Folly down : 
A gently biting Blister I apply, 

And with a gliding Razor shave her crown. 

I rush not on the World with scorpion whips ; 

Beneath their fury none are heard to screech : 
Touched by my toe alone, a Culprit skips ; 

Shoe-leather application to his breech. 

Yet hark : they all are crying, " Murther ! murther ! 

A Turk, a Saracen, is come among us : 
No massacre was ever carried further ; 

His weapons scalp and flay, and stab and prong us J 
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How dreaded ; though, of courtesy the pink, 
Mercy and I walk arm in arm together ! — 

Such are the horrors at a drop of ink ! 

Such are the clamours at a goose's feather! 

Smiles at Court follies are a venUU thing : 
That I have lat^h'd, at times, is very true ; 

Laugh'd at the lordly Mioions of a King, 

Lord Owl, Lord Vulture, and the Lord knows who. 

But, ah ! how happier, happier &r, the hours, 
Of Love and Cynthia that indulge the dream ! 

TTten, then her song the Muse with rapture pours, 
When Beauty and the Virtues are the theme. 

But, Cynthia, dear variety invites ; 

In quest of this, the Muse at times will stray : 
And, though thy converse and thy bloom delights. 

Perpetual roses must not strew her way. 



mi 



n. 



294 tristia; or. 



ELEGY TO THE BEE. 

He most pathetically addressei the Bee, on the Ingratiiude of the Worid towards 
him ; aiod propliflsies of hunself a fkte eqaaly cniel. 

Sweet Labourer ! midst the Summer's golden hour, 

Full oft I trace thy little busy flight : 
With pleasure see thee perch from flowV to flow'r ; 

On violets, woodbines, roses, lilies, light 

Yet what to thee is Summer's golden smile ? 

And what to thee the flower-enameird plain ? 
Will gratitude reward thy daily toil ? 

N09 no ; thou workest lor reward in vam. 

Not long the hive of treasure will be thine ; 

Rapacity will force thy little door : 
Those treasures with thy life must thou resign, 

A breathless victim on the fragrant store. 

O base return, to lose thy precious breath ! — 
And /, ye Gods, as basely shall be served : 

Thou for thy treasure wilt be smoked to death ; 
And I, the honey'd Poet, shall be starved. 
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ELEGY TO SCOTLAND. 

Heanp(mTearlartkeMppoudDeatbor»iBpikttr; bat, TMiiIhctiBgbiBMir, 
find* her Mrt aod in good Health at the Seat of the Dokeof Roibiirgta. 

Dead is Simplicity, long dead ; ah me I 

Of yore, hard worked Earl Thomas and his Spouse : 
Earl Thomas sweating in the field ; while she 

Help'd Nan the Dairy-maid, and milk'd her cows. 

No sparkling jewels held my Lady's neck fast; 

No silks embraced her bosom and her crupper: 
Beer and salt herrings form'd her simple breakfast ; 

Her dinner beef, and bread and cheese her supper. 

Coaches were scarcely known ; or, if they had one, 
Twas for conveniency toward the weather : 

Not pit and vamish'd ; no, a very sad one j 
A poor alliance between leood and Uather. 

Then was the Minstrel's Harp with rapture heard ; 

The song of ancient days gave huge delight : 
With pleasure too did wag the Minstrel's beard, 

Per Fknty courted him to drink and bite. 



r. 
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The Poet now no longer is carest : 

Sweet Bird, he hops and flutters to and fro 

With ragged plumage, and without a nest ; 
Half-starved he sings in Paternoster Row. 

Of yore, our Gentry held not honour chea^ : 
A man would hang the head, that left a jail ; 

How like a Pointer that has choked a sheep, 
And steals off with a squint, and drops his tail ! 

The earth, with terror clothed, the Bailiff trod ; 

like Jove th' important fellow walk'd the land : 
His awful Voice, the Thunder of the God ; 

Jpye*s Sceptre, the dr^ Tipstaff in his hand. 

No more he frightens ; now the Ma^ of Debt 
With philosophic calmness walks the town : 

No more, a scarecrow, Newgate starts a sweat ; 
Despised his ruffian grasp, and mock'd his frown. 

Yet let the Muse be candid : Fame reports, 
That sweet Simplicity in Scotia reigns ; 

That many a Man of Birth the Minstrel courts. 
With bacon feeds, and stuffs with peas and beans. 



I 
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Thrice-happy Scotia, blest by Ossian's birth, 
And graced by her who every heart allures* ! 

Invite me to that pleasant spot of earth, 
And happy let me touch the Lyre at Fleurs. 

I heed not Johnson's sarcasms of rude Thunder ; 

Who trod a greeting soil, yet scom'd to thank iL 
Where was the Genius of the Land, I wonder, 

It did not toss the Cynic in a blanket ? 



He contioaes to with dnt be had been m> hippj m to b«Te been r Vttt in a 
Corniah Boroogb ; ind, >rilh Teui in hit Eyo, enoaieratei the PIcatOTM ud 
HoMint be bu thus lad. 

Uroanda, if a fovourite Cat lies in. 

Invites her fHends to caudle and rich cake : 

But when my Muse is brought to bed, no din, 
No how-d'ye visits, my cool Neighbours make. 



Or, is the Monkey sick, he takes his bed ; 

Old Slop is sent for, to prescribe for Pug.—" 
Compluns the Muse on what shall rest her head. 

What soul will send a pillow or a rug? 

* The DiTCbeu of Rexbn^. 
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Oh ! had I been a vote^ a borough mie^ 

Then Fortune would have squeezed me by the hand : 
Then would my back have worn a different coat ; 

Shirts, stockings, shoes, had been at my command. 

Then with his lofty Lordship I had din'd ; 

With other Votes, a numerous band, at table : 
Had drunk his health, received his smiles so kind, 

'Midst clattering knives and forks, and sounds of 
Babel. 

Then had I mark'd the wonders of his £Eice, 

Gaped at his speech, and swallowed every word : 

Then had I got the promise of a place ; 
For promises zx^ frequent with a Lord. 

Then had I touch'd his Lordship's hand m* cuff; 

And measured him all over, inch by inch ; 
Mark'd how his Lordship grafxfuUy took snuff. 

And possibly been honoured with a pinch. 

Then had I heard of Boys the joyous yells ; 

To praise the Lord, the Cannon's loud endeavour, 
And sounds of Marrow-bones, and jingling Bells, 

Mix*d with sublime huzzas, " My Lord for ever ! " 
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Then with his Lordship I had march'd the town, 
With Mayor and Aldermen, a pompous band ; 

To enter the vota^ houses up and down, 

And seen him shake Tom Stirrup by the hand : — 

And now Ben Block the barber, now Sam Sledge, 
Now Stitch the taylor, now the mason Shovel ; 

Old Scrape the scavenger, the woodman Wedge ; 
In short, each happy wight that own'd a hovel 

Then had I seen the Lord and Grannies greet, 
Seen the old Dames their mouths for kisses wipe ; 

Heard the loud smacks of busses, all so sweet ; 
And seen his lordship smoke their stumps of pipe. 

Then had I seen his Lordship, at bis chaise 
Take leave, with Mayor and Aldermen, in sorrow ; 

Hoped weather- would be fine, and good the ways, 
And that he soon again would bkss the Borough. — 

No matter who the bidders, all's the same : 
The man that hard for Cloacina labours. 

With g(M is welcoooe to the good old Dame* ; 
Ship-irflitrj, or Ship-ireaAw*, or Ship-l«w»iie;',<. 

■ An oM elcclioDeeiinfc IWjr, known mComwanbjAe name aT the Dit'i- oi 
tbe Wcit) Ihf /afr intjtrt cf nig i plB— at MWg. 
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ELEGY TQ MR. ROWLANDSON. 



The Pdet waha for iht Pencil of Rowlnidsoii, to make » FrWliifiii of 



Ah, Rowlandson ! in vain are all my toils ; 

The Muse's ordeal the vile Priests despise : 
In vain she roasts them, carbonades, and broils ; 

The spit and gridiron the dark band defies. 

Oh, did I boast thy pencil's happy power, 
, Parnassus should the black Impostors show ; 
High on a pillory should the Culprits tower, 
And make wry faces to the Mob below. 

There, while their ears sore writhe beneath the nail, 

I 
And each poor piteous Priest for mercy begs, \ 

With tune Apollo should those ears regale. 

And all the Muses send them rotten eggs. 

While sad, below. Hypocrisy should mourn, 

The British Critic dropping from her hand, 
Its leaden leaves by Taste and Genius torn, 

Old Aristarchus should survey the band. 
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Smiles on his cheek, and pleasure in his eye, 
To see the imprisoned heads with horror stare, 

'^ Lo r' pointing with contempt, the Sage will cry, 
" The Joes of Learning who have stolen my chair." 



ELUGY TO A FRIEND. 

The Poet dei^bes his simB Libraiy, aiid the dieap Manner of obtaining the 
Locnbrations of it: the ingemoos Anthon of whom, he speaks of with all the 
Reference Aie to their Meriis; and expresses a Hope of enhtfgmg his Collec- 
tion by the Assistance of Hncksters, Grocers, Poik-seUerSy &c., well known 
Enemu^gtn mf modern Literatore. 

Shall is the Poet's library, God knows ; 

Small is the praise, the candid Bard can utter : 
Leaves of light wisdom ; but in scraps it flows, 

Instructing, and in fond embrace with butter. 

Subscribing to a Chandler's Shop for cheese, 
I gain the labours of celestial thought : 

Sermons of Nares my eye with wonder sees. 
And reads his British Critic all for nought. 

But nofWy in higher walk t' employ his time. 
Behold, our Aristarchus, Parson Nares, 

Steals every day an hour from Prose and Rhyme, 
To wait on Snakes, stuff 'd Monkeys, Owls, and Hares. 
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Far. from his Parish^ and the toU of praying, 
Far from the drudgery of joii^salvationy 

To save old Egypt's fnumndes fast decaying ; 
The predous stink and treasure of the Nation. 

To save the Bird's Nest, Butterfly, and Bat, 
The tribe of Squirrel, and the tribe of Mouse, 

The race of Weasel, and the race of Rat, 

Whose glories grace of Montague the House: — 

Where Maurice too and Beloe, grave Divines, 
Fled from soul-slavery (what an easy fate !), 

Make new antiquities, and new old lines. 

And pensioned show the Toy-shop of the State. — 

Yes, Sir, my Library b rather small : 
In comes Mathias, hug^ng many a si^ ; 

And Parson Rennd from the hucksier^s stall. 
And kissing sugar from the Grocer's shop. 

And, lo ! the labours too of Mjster Knight, 

Leaves fond oijish, and oft with mtri^iin/ taken ; 

Leaves that m candles also take delight, 
A chop of wmUtan^ and a slice of bacon. 
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Soon too I'm promised Mister Fuseli's work, 
His Shakspeare, Milton, by the mao of ptckies, 

Discourses; — also, by the man of pork, 
The labours of the wonderjiil John Nichols. 

And now, embracing sugar christen'd broatn, 

Leaves from the works of Cobler Gifford's Muse ; 

Stepp'd from her stall at Ashburton, to town, 
Where oft she whistled to old boots and shoes. 

Ere long, the huckster promises .me more ; 

lives of the brother Rivingtons, great men : 
Great traders in the literary lore ; 

Encouragers of paper, ink, and pen. 

In Paul's Church-yard, the Bible and the Key, 
This wondrous Pair is always to be seen ; 

Somewhat the worse for wear, a little grey ; 
One like a saint, and one with Cesar's mien. 

Fat are the Hounds of Rivingtons' known pack. 
Fat OD the Tcnison oi the nation's park ; 

Much like the Devil's Hell-hounds too, and black ; 
And hunt, like them, their victims in the dark. 



J 
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ELEGY. 

Tlie Poet remarks the different Treatment of Bards of the present, and that of 
past Ages; and complains of not meeting as much Encooragement for his 
Verses as Oi^pan-grinders, Exhibitors of Bears, Camels, Dancing Dogs, and 
Pmch. 

Is days of yore, the golden days of Rhyme, 
The mighty Monarch to his Minstrel bow'd ; 

But what is now the character sublime ? 
A blind old Ballad-singer and his croud. 

Kings too were Poets : David to his Lyre 

Sung sweetest elegy ; and David's Son 
Sung to the Harp with all his Father*s fire. 

And all the Virgins of Judea won. 

And thou, Isaiah, too didst deal in Song ; 

Born, let me say, a gentleman^ and bred : 
In satire, let me tell thee, rather strong ; 

That broke the Babylonian Monarch's head. . 

Had I said half as bad of George the Third, 

As thou of Babylon's imperious King, 
My fate had been far different, take my word ; 

J^ just reward, thepillorj/ or the siring. 
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The organ-grinding Girl, whose discords kill. 
Is beckon'd by our Dames of highest Quality: 

And grist she gaineth to her screaming mill ; 

And, curtseying, thanks them for their hospitality. 

To me fw Lover of the Muses cries, 

" Out with thy wallet, let us hear thy Odes ; 

Then George^s image shall delight thine eyes : 
Behold, a sixpence for the Song of Gods/' 



No Nymph of Quality on Peter calls ; 

No Lesbia, fond of sparrows and the dove ; 
And bid me make them melting Madrigals ; 

And say, ^^ Sweet Peter, sing us songs of love. 

The Man who carries Punch about the streets, 
Hb scolding Wife, the Baker, and the Devil ; 

With fair rewards from all spectators meets. 
And to his poverty each purse is cioil^ 



»f 



The Man who leads his Camel up and down, 
Where sports a grinning Monkey on his hump ; 

Dines princely, such the favour of the Town; 
And never mourns, like me, in doleful dump 

VOL. V. X 



306 TRISTIA; OR, 

The Men who lead about a Dancing Bear, 
Or Dancing Dogs, good Uving never lack ; 

While I, who lead the Muses, (fate severe !) 
Can neither treat my belly nor my back. 

The Clowns of thirty pounds a year (no more), 
Laugh at the Sons of Song, and scornful pass us : 

" One little rood of dirty land,*' they roar, 
" Is worth a thousand acres of Parnassus." 



ELEGY TO MIL RICHARD GOUGH. 



'i1ie Poet addresses Mister Ricliftrd Oongffa, the Eofield Antiqimriaii, on the 
Subject of the Arrival of a Conpic of imalmabU CmrianHes from Egypt, hot 
of whose N^turt our Britiob Antiqaariau teem ttkiOif igtmmf* He predicts 
a fatnre Bid€h of IweahuMet for our National M nteom; and condades with a 
Wish that Mister Oougfa wonld contrive to keep the three Parsbns modte, who 
are the ^rand Cnraton of die Coiitaits of onr British Arfc. 

O Richard Gouge ! amid thy Enfield dwellmg, 
Now o*er a Mammy's precious leg or loin 

Devoutly tasting and devoutly smelling, 
Now licking an old Dbh, and now a Coin ; — 



I 
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( 

O Richard i amidst Locks and rusty Nails, '^1 

Now bUnkipg o'er old Farthings blue and green, ( 

And trumpery that every month regales 
The readers of the Gemman's Marine ;-^ 



Why keepest thou from London far away, 
While various wanders of ^e Nile approach ? 

Oh come and view a treasure then ; and say, 
fVhat greets our eyes, a scorpion or cock-roach. 

And haste to view another wonder, Gough ; 

With rapture are the Virtuosi giddy : 
Famed Alexander's Coffin ; or a Trough 

For Egypt's Pigs, or Cleopatra's Biddy. 

To meet each marvel antiquarian, haste ; 

Proclaim its quality, that none may doubt it: 
With rich sagacity of smell and taste, 

To London ooooe, and tell us all about it. 

Sir Joseph and his virtuoso friends 

Stun, with their loud rejoicings, our Museum : 
Archbishop, Bishop, to the wonder bends ; 

And means, 'tis said, to order a Te Deum. 

X 2 



308 TRISTIA; OR, 

Old Nilus writes us, he will search his flood, 
And send us his drown'd rarities with pleasure ; 

Probe every hole, and shovel up his mud. 
To load our happy isle with tens of treasure. 

I see, I see, arrive from Egypt's lands, 

Gods of old times, and Codlings, green and blue ; 
Ribs of its ancient kings, and legs and hands ; 

To ravish all the lovers of virtu. 

Precious through time, I view a Vermin vile 
That crawl'd on Pharaoh's back, the very Louse ; 

And eke the little Croaker of the Nile, 
The very Frog that hopp'd about his house : — 

Fingers of Lady Potiphar of note, 

Which fix'd on Joseph, to her charms to bind him ; 
And, lo ! an actual Rag of that torn coat 

Which, struggling, modest Joseph left behind him. 

Come too, and shake the Parsons from their snore : 
Or snakes, and toads, and weasels, steal from sight ; 

The moths and butterflies will wing to door ; 

And owls, and bats, and eagles, take their ^ight *. 

• Doling the profoimd and mUf^U^Oetp of the three «diie Cnimton of tbe 
British Moaeum, many of tha bmmI Talnable articlea ia the «une dmmiinji. 
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ELEGY. 

He moiinis at the Diicovery of Gold, at a Demon of Dettniction ; exprenet 
modest WiaheB, and pays a small but jost Tribate of Applanse to our amiable 



Blest were the days when Gold was yet unknown : 
The man who drew it from the secret Earth, 

Forced from its bosom an eternal groan. 
And, luckless, gave a fatal Demon birth. 

The burning soil of Afric I have trod. 
And seen the shining mischief in the sands : 

Then sighing said, '^ Behold the World's vain God ; 
Our Baal, that rank idolatry commands !" 

And golden Mexico these eyes have seen, 
And from the splendid wonder tumM aside ; 

Where Vanity extends her boundless reign. 
And loads the shrines of Luxury and Pride. 

taking advantage of this comfortable mpf oontrired lately to nake their 
escape; so that, if a proper perMm be not appointed with a^qgywr, to keep 
their eyes open, the three LevUea will soon be the «ii% remahung avisstHei of 
Meotagne Honse. 
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I sigh not for a waggon-load of Gold ; ' 
For wild Ambition never fired my wishes : 

Some modest little place. I hope to hold, 
And taste a morsel of the loaves and fishes. 

Who court the glittering gems of Fortune's mines, 
Court frequent ruin : thus, upon the thorn, 

The Spider spins by night his silken lines, 

That catch, and break beneath the drops of morn. 

I hate not Courts, and all that Courts contain ; 

A thousand beauties may to Courts belong: 
Lo ! George's Daughters have inspired my strain, 

Sweet subjects also of some future Song. 

I mark not Grandeur with an envious eye ; 

But when those Nymphs of merit I behold, 
I own I see their virtues with a sigh, 

And erroif them their goodness, not their gold. 

A bleating Lamb, for verdant hill and vale, 
. Alas ! I wish to leave my barren rock : 

A cooing Dove, that tells his plaintive tale, 
To build a nest amid the great State-oak. 
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Or even a Spider, on the cloud-cBpp'd tree 
I wish to weave, for wandering flies, my t 

T^ay, a poor Pismire (smaller can I be P), 
Run <Mi its libe, and pick my daUy meat. 

I never wisb'd to pull a Monarch down, 
Nor close m haidjratemal hugs, not I : 

Th' egualittf I sought was, near the Crown, 
To hob or nob in sack with Mister Pye. 



ELEGY TO A FRIEND. 

Tbe Poet mntioai a nirt af Ibe Fnnibire of hla Hoom— grient that he m* 
nner narried — rapplicata tbe Venfctnet of Venu on tbe nmcenary 
Bcaatjr— compUmcnt* fan own Merit, and maket n* Donbt of an exalted 
Sitnation in flie Temple of F^e. 

Alas ! I boast not Fortune's glittering heap ; 

Few are the decorations of my room : 
Hung with some tapestry indeed, but cheap; 

The gratis labours of the Spider's loom. 

Too poor, 1 never could afford a Wife ; 

Ye Gods ! of all misfortunes, most distressing: 
My stars refused that comibrt of man's life, 

Deeming tbe prise perbi^M too gnat a bkuing. 
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Such be the punishment of Nymphs who sell 

(What love, and hoe alone, should bless) their charms : 

Then biikts doux, and sighing Swains, fiEUVwell; 
The eye's fond dotage, and the soul's alarms. 

Merit and I, sad exiles, hand in hand. 

Just like the Children in the Wood, poor worms, 

Unnoticed crawl a most ungrateful land, 

Save by sharp Hunger and the howling Storms. 

Yet will 9ome comfort to our souls remain : 

When Time shall tear our frames, each beam and 
rafter. 

Though here, for this World's good, we sing in vain, 
Our Songs with glory will be crown'd hereafter. 

Why with the milder virtues was I bom, 
'Midst a rude world where Vice is in hek* bloom ? 

Why with a heart by tempests to be torn. 
Lined with the tender Cygnet's softest plume ? 

Amid those scenes of villainy and art. 
Where havoc, murder, depredation, dwell; 

Instead of such a softly-feather'd Heart, 
A rugged Grinding-stone had done as well. 
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While Pope and Churchill, with envenom'd rage, 

Attack the vice and folly of our isle, 
No war envenomed with the World I wage ; 

Sweet Pity sighs, or yields perhaps a smUe. 

The man who brings into the World a mind, 
With milk of human kindness beyond measure, 

Will in himself, with small reflection, find, 

He brought to this our World a zvorld of treasure*. 



ELEGY TO THE BAT. 

The Poet addresses the Bat with much acrimoiiy ; disco'ven a stronf^ Similarity 
of Featmre in Bafs Face, and the Faces of RiYin^tons' Crtftes .— He however 
€uquiii Bat, bat cemdenmi their pampered literary Mohawks. 

Day's golden Orb has sunk beneath the skies, 
And Silence steals upon the vrorld of shade : 

The little playful humming host of Flies, 
With gambols wild, the fields of air invade. 

Vile Imp of darkness ! from thy dirty hole, 

I see thee start in wickedness away ; 
Fierce as a mighty Lord of the Control, 

With harmless insects making horrid fray. 

• ^ That brought ioto onr woHd a tmid drVroe,* Mi&ioir. 
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In thine I mark the phiz of Parsdn Nares 
(The cynic features of ill-oature fill it); 

Who, irben young Genius his li^t wing {wepares, 
Leaps ftmin the shop of Kirington to kill iu 

la thine too I behold the phiz of Beloe 

(Poor rhyming Priest), and eke the phiz of Rennet, 
Sad wi^ts; and eke that limping cobbUng'fdiow : 

labourers in De&mation's filthy kennel. 

For vhere ia one of Rivington's Reviews, 

Like Eastern Winds, that doth not cast a bli^; 

That does not try to murder erery Muse, 
And cloud her merits witii obliTious n^tt? 

Yet, little Imp of horror, I for^ve 

Thy d^iredation on the insect ho«t: 
Thou cractest all their tiny bones, t9 Uvci 

And Bats mutt eat, tbou^ lives of Flies be lo^ 

But, lo ! the Cobler and the paBiper*d Prie^ 
For lurary tilth scniwlii^ pens empfa>y : 

Abuse supplies them with a monthlyyeoi/; 
The palate prompts their pMsui to destroy. 



r 
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In vain for praise is Candour heard to pray ; 

Beg on fair Merit smiles of comm^idatiou : 
Tush ! havoc is the order of the day ; 

Critics, like Demons, thrive upon damnaiian. 






ELEGY. 

The Poet '^^'^'^■■^fw tbe pretest genenl T^te, wd.foetek the Retam of the 

Aget of Bwbuinu 

The World seems tired (the idiot) with good things : 

Adieu, adieu, to all that is sublime ! 
Disgusted Taste for flight prepares her wings ; 

And curses Music, Playing, Paint, and Rhyme. 



ages shall again return ; 
The Goth and Vandal now are on the way : 
Even now I hear the voice of Wisdom mourn. 
As darkness blots the beams of orient day. 

Oh say, were Phebus and each Muse asleep. 
When Master Betty murder'd Shakspeare's ] 

Or when Miss Mudie, by her lofty leap. 
Shook off her feodMjg^-etrings^ to kad the agei 
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Where was the Muse of Poetry, to sdfer 

Pig-boys to quit their troughs, to print bombast ; 

And tempt poor Windham too to be their pofier, 
Who gravely tells us Thomson is surpast? 

And where wast thou, O Goddess of the Brush, 
On whom the voice of Taste in thunder calls ; 

That to th' Academy thou didst not rush. 

And dash the daubs of Dulness from the walls ? 

Or where wast thou, O Goddess of the Fiddle, 
To suffer Air to join with Goosy Gander, 

Cock Robin, Homer, and High-diddle-diddle ; 
And turn a tuneful prostituted pander ? 

O Muse of Eloquence ! how canst thou bear 
Poor Canning's voice, that humbly apes thine art? 

Vast is the difference, to the judging ear : 

« 

Heaven's awful Thunder, to a Brewer's Cart 

And, Nymph of Sculpture too, the Bard demands 
' How thou with patience, with tiitcursing breathy 
Couldst see Saint Paul by hard unhallowed hands 
Stoned, stoncdy (poor Saint !) a second time, to death ? 
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In vain I preach, in vain in scorn I smiie, 

In vain my pen the g^uit Vice assails ; 
Herculean labour, to reclaim an Isle 

Where Rapture doats on Mother Hubbard's Tales I 



ELEGY. 



THE SPEECH OF PRUDENCE. 



" Too much of freedom in thy Stanza dwelb ; 

A free-thinker and fi'ee-speaker thy Muse," 
Prim Prudence cries ; who keeps a shop, and sells^ 

With one sweet smile, to Christians and to Jews. 



*^ Truth is a dangerous acquaintance, mind ; 

Struck by her voice, the World is in alarm. 
Continues Prudence : '' go and Flattery find : 

Thine idol-goddess does a deal of harm. 



n 



'' In days of yore, when first thy Song b^ui. 
How suppliant thou didst beg one laurel. sprig! 

So fiiU of meek humili^ the man ; 

* One little kqfXo stick about his wig 1' 
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** But soon as Fame a civil word beatow'd, 
Vass showed ker tail ; of (during' what display! 

Out rush'd thy Pegasus upon the road, 

Heels up, and kick'd down all that cross'd bis way. 

" How tinged with blushes was thy Mose's nom ! 

Tones in the vdmr key, so sweet, so under; 
The Lmnet's melting warble from the thorn : — 

Soon changed to fury, tempest, flame, and thunder. 

" Thy want<m Hawk eadi fearful Bird pursued. 

How couldst thou laugh at Bishops and Reviewers ? 
Thus, in their anger, wast thou barbeeued; 

Their stake thy body poerced, thine eyes their skewers. 

" With lawless fury didst thou drive tiqr car 
O'er bill and dale, indeed without a fear : 

Vainly thou deem'dst thyself a Man of War; 
Reviewers deem tbee a poor Privateer. 

" Ah, Peter I thou hast mule the Court thy £30 ; 

Thy persecution then can be do riddle : 
It hates to caper to thy tune, I know ; 

And wish'd a thousand times to breidE thy fiddic. 
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'^ Most dangerous is th' attempt at reformation : 
Why to the People wilt thou tell their sins ? 

Even let the boobies work their own salvation ; 
Why push into their consciences thy pins ? 

*^ The Bard who begs his alms fix>m door to door, 
Must never dare expose the fool or cheat 

The Rhymer should remember he is poor : 
Parnassus dealeth more in air than meat. 



^' Dread is the Satirist, a name of fear ; 

Beast of a thousand heads, a horrid creature : 
The World's afraid to see him, or come near ; 

NoU me tangere in every feature. 

** How couldst thou dream of mocking Courts of Kings? 

_ < 

Of laughing at the Favourites of a Throne ? 
Cutting of Quality the stars and strings ; 
And tying, Dog-like, to their taib a bone ? 

*^ By Reason's curb thy mouth has never bled : 
Go, wear it, bear it; use will make thee abk: > 

And, if a truth must get into thy head, 
Know, knaves and blockheads keep the nicest tabic. 



1 
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^* Woe to the foolish man, and fit for nou^t^ 
W^ho cannot shut his eyes against the light ! 

Woe to the man that dares to speak his thought ; 
And woe to him who swears not, black is white !" — 

I own that I have suffered for opinion ; 

A liberty of thought was ever mine : 
My soul abhorred Hypocrisy's dominion, 

And scom'd to yield for pelf a golden line. 

Well then, since Poets, though divine, must munch^ 
Dame Prudence, songs of praise shall store my 
wallet* 

Here, Waiter ; bring me a beef-steak and punch : 
Conscience, go make thy humble bow to Palate. 

Stars, garters, ribbons, reds and greens and blues, 
Enjoy your splendour, be with flattery fed : 

Even Brudeneirs self shall smile upon the Muse, 
And find to Gold and Silver changed his Lead. 

Breakfasts and dinners, routs and masquerades ; 

Lo ! crown'd with garlands, ye shall pass along : 
Apollo's self, with all th* Aonian Maids, 

Shall join the jovial crew with Harp and Song : — 

VOL. V. Y 
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And, weeping Ladies, should a Lap-dog die. 
His memory shdl not want the tuneful shell 

And should a breathless Monkey want a sigh. 
The Bard has praises and a s^h to sdL 
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TO BELLA. 

Ah ! tell me not that I am old, 
And bid me quit the billing Dove : 

Though many years have o'er me rollM, 
My heart is still alive to love. 
Then tell me not that I am old. 

When Beauty's blush delights no more, 

And Beauty's smile and sparkling eye ; 
When these no longer I adore, 
Then, Pity, yield the Bard a sigh. 
I will not quarrel to be told, 
" Son of Apollo, thou art old." 



ON THE DEATH 

ow 

A CELEBRATED MUSICIAN. 

Adieu to the song of the grove ! 

Our Philomel warbles no more. 
The loss of his carols of love, 

The Shepherds will ever deplore. 

t8 
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And sweet to the Nymphs of the vale 
Were his Lays, what delight on the ear ! 

Whenever he melted the gale, 

How the Virgins would hasten to hear ! 

Where is Echo, so fond of his voice, 
So pleased on each accent to dwell ? 

Poor Echo no more will rejoice. 
But silently sleep in her cell. 

Though doomed from the World to depart, 
From remembrance he cannot remove 

While tenderness reigns in the heart ; 
For his Song was the language of Love. 

Though, sever'd by Death from our plains. 
Thou charmest no longer the sphere, 

Sweet Warbler, thy spirit remains ; 
For thy carols will live in our ear. 
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LINES TO LORD NEI50N; 

WITB HIS lordship's NIORT-CAP, THAT CAUGHT FIRB ON THB 
POBT's HBAO^ AT A CANDLB^ AS HB WAS READING IN BBD AT 
MBRTON, 

Take your Night-cap again, my good Lord, I desire^ 

For I wish not to keep it a minute : 
What belongs to a Nelson, where'er there's a^re, 

Is sure to be instantly in it. 



TO CHLOE. 



Ah ! tell me not that I grow old, 

That Love but ill becomes my tongue : 

Chloe, by me thou ne'er wert told, 
Sweet Damsel, that thou wert too young. 



SONG. 



The smile of the Maid I adore, 

I have sought, but have sought it in vain : 
Hope, lull me with flattery no more ; 

Fate dooms me to sigh and complain. 
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When she meets me, the radiance of mom 
Breaks forth and enlivens my eye : 

When she leaves me, I wander forlorn. 
And Night's shadows descend on my sigh. 

O Venus, how cruel thine art, 
That bids us such beauty behold ! 

In thee how unkind, to impart 
To such beauty a heart that is cold ! 

Why fiird is her eye with thy fire ? 

Why ^ven was the voice of thy Dove, 
The bosom and lip of desire. 

That ynH frown on the kisses of Love ? 



VERSES 



\ 



I 



^OUND IN A BOWB& AT MBBTON, ON LOBD NBLSON's TAKINO > 

THB COMMAND OF THB BRITISH FLBBT OFF CADIS. 

From Merton's pleasing shades, again 
To give new wonders to the main. 

The Hero seeks the Gaul. 
But ah, what loss ! In Fancy's eye 
I see him bleed ; and hear the sigh 

That mourns, ah! mourns his fidl. 



THE SORROWS OF PETER. 32? 

Yet will his Genius haunt the grove : 
And Britons, who thdr country love, 

Shall here with ardour glow ; 
Drink inspiratioD from liid name ; 
And, emulous to join bb &me, 

Shall pant to meet the Foe. 

And Beaub^ too vill wander here, 
To ^ve to Merlon's stream a tear. 

And pensive mark her bowers : 
For what though Glory charm'd his heart ? 
The softer Graces clwm'd a part, 

And sooth'd his peaceful hours. 



TO HELEN IN TOWN. 

Sweet Helen, the dews of the mom 

Our steps'to the valley invite ; 
The Dnnet, the Thrush, on the thorn, 

Are preparing to yield thee delight. 

Oh baste from the Town and its noise ! 

Health b ready to yield thee her treasure : 
Then from tumult repcur to our joys, 

To the r^on of silence and pleasure. 



^ 




328 TRISTIA; ORy 

From our cots we will wander away, 
And find out the haunt of the Dove, 

Where he coos to his Mate on the spray ; 
And study sweet lessons of love. 

And then we will stray to the bowV, 
Where 111 gaze on thy beautiful features ; 

Thy kisses of fragrance devour. 
And coo like those innocent creatures. 

Ah ! I fear me, I ask her in vain ; 

The Town will detain the dear Maid : 
The Tongues of the Beaus in her tram^ 

Are rivals to Stilness and Shade. 

Yet what folly to think one so feir 
Would bless with her smile a. poor Swain^ 

Be sooth'd and be won by his pray V, 
Who can rivet a world in her chain ! 



THE INCONSTANT. 

The sigh of her heart was sincere, 

When blushing she whispered her love ; 

A sound how divine in my ear! 

For her voice was the voice of the Dove. 
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Ah ! who could from Phyllida fly ? 

Yet I sought other Nymphs of the yale. 
Forgot both her blush and her sigh. 

Nay, forgot that I told her my tale. 

In sorrow, I wish'd to return. 
And the tale of my passions renew. 

" False Shepherd/' she answer'd with scorn, 
*^ False Shepherd, for ever adieu ! 

" For thee, no more tears will I shed ; 

To Truth and sweet Friendship I go : 
The Bird by h wound that has bled, 

Is happy to fly from his foe." 



ELEGY ON JESSICA. 

To her grave will I follow the Fair, 
Nor blush her pale corse to sustain ; 

Whose graces, alas ! were her snare, 
Which Prudery beheld with disdain. 



} 
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Her Youth was the Blossom of May, 
Her Voice was the Night^gale's tune, 

Her Cheek the pure crimson of Day, 

And her Mind the mild beams of the Moon. 



So fiedr and unguarded a form 

Drew the lightnings of danger around : 
A victim she fell to the storm, 

And blush'd a sweet wreck on the ground. 

By the splendour of riches and power, 
Sweet Innocence oft is undone : 

Unguarded too, many a flower 
Has sunk by the rays of the Sun. 

I saw thee when beauty was thine. 
Too rich for the Poet's poor arms ; 

WTien Envy confess'd it divine. 
And Wonder would ffoe on its charms. 

I have seen thee when Lovers around, 
In hope of thy favour, would stand ; 

And in sorrow depart, when they found 
Not a smile, nor a kiss from thy hand : — 
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And saw, when do more it ia3{Hred, 

No longer our hearts to b^ile ; 
From thy bosooi when Rapture retired, 

4nd the Loves bad withdrawn from tby smile. 

And when conquest, alas ! was no more, 

I heard thee in pover^ moan ; 
Asking alms, but in vain, at the door 

Of the mansion that once was thj own. 

Unwept shall poor Jessica lie, 
And neglected be scom'd on tbe bier? 

Though hard Virtue refuse her a sigh, 
Yet Pity shall give her a tear. 



SONG TO A COQUET. 

Dear Phyllis, thou know'st not tby charms; 

That thy Cbeek boasts tbe bloom of the Rose; 
That thine Eye by its lustre alarms ; 

That thy Bosom surpasses the Snows. 

Thou know'st thou hast wit at thy will; 

Yet from wit; often prudence departs : 
Thus fumish'd with weapons to kill. 

Thou daily art murderiog poor hearts. 



f 
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Not safely a Swain can pass by ; 

Thou art ready his steps to beguile : 
Some lure is thrown out from thine eye, 

Some lure from a song or a smile. 

Oh learn from the Minstrel of Night 
A lesson to govern the Maid ! 

Though he fills every ear with delight, 
He sings amid silence and shade. 



LAURA. 

• 

A PASTORAL SONG. 

O MY Heart ! thou so lately wert blest ; 

Those days I shall ever adore 
When Pleasure alone was thy guest ; 

But to meet thee, ah ! meet thee no more. 

How dull were the grove and the bower, 
If the Maid of thy love was not nigh ! 

She gave bloom, she gave life, to each flower ; 
But with Laura, dear Laura, they die. 

Lo ! the Linnets, enlivening the shade. 

No longer give joy to my ear ; 
But their carols how sweet when the Maid, 

The pride of the valley, was near ! 
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To the gloom, near yon fount, let me go. 
Indulging of Fancy the dream : 

I will listen to murmurs of woe, 
And bear my sad tale in the stream. 



r 
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A LYRIC EPISTLE TO MYSELF. 

SiR| you possess a deal o{ spirit, 

A deal indeed of sterling merit; 
Your head was cast in Nature!s nicest mould : 

Whatever meets your touch or view, 

Is poetry at once, Peru ; 
You turn, like Midas, every thing to gold. 

A Block of Marble, it is said. 

Holds a fine Statue, or fine Head ; 
A very sage remark, beyond a doubt : 

The only difficulty lies 

In bringing to our wondering eyes 
This very curious Head or Statue out. 

Of fiddles too, we may declare. 

Each holds a fisiscinating air.* 
But say, what cunning hand can touch this Fiddle 

To hriiig out this enchanting sound ? 

YoUy Sir, are fortunately found 
In ibf^ good graces of Miss Tweedle Tweedk. 
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Your tuaefiil art at ODce creates : 
Descnption on your pencil waits, 
' Whene'er you paiot the storm or gire the sigb, 
The tiiunders of the roaring deep, 
The infant's sooiling harmless sleep, 
The wolf's red glare, or pearl od Pi^*s eye. 

A^fiia : a Canvas, Sir, or Boards 
Holds Pictures by the heart ador'd ; 

And, Sir, such ingenuity is yours, 
You work out very fine old Heads, 
And Hills sublime, and flowery Meads, 

To last as long as Picture's self endures. 

Heavens, what a Proteus! Now you rise, 

A daring Eagl^ to the skies, 
Surveying Princes on their Thrones below. 

Small as Tomtits upon a twig, 

Or simple Robins on a sprig ; 
Not ha^th' importance of a Rook or Crow: — 

In short, scarce bigger than a Mite ; 

So very little in the sight 
Of this sublimely soaring sun-clad Fowl, 

As in Charles Fox's eye George Rose 

(And that is small enou^, God knows). 
Or Eldon under Thurlow*s piercing scowl. 



r 
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And now a Turtle making love. 

Saying soft things to Mistress Dove, 
Billing with quivering wings, and coo, and song ; 

Now busy building a neat nest ; 

Discussing now, supremely blest, 
The future education of their young. 

So happily the heart to move, 

You touch the tender Lyre of Love ; 

Exciting now^ the tear, and now the smile ; 
I should not wonder. Sir, (between us. 
Under the rose,) if Madame Venus 

Presented you thejree^hm of her isle. 

Some make you sour and supercilious, 

And splenetic and atrabilious ; 
That is to say, an Ocean of hot Bile : 

Now, Sir, / know you are not bilious ; 

To coin a word. Sir, rather chyleouSy 
A silky milky Fount of purest Chyle. 

Some paint you a Mad Bull, wild roaring. 

Tossing folks on your horns, and goring.— 
This picture verily provokes my laugh : 

You ar*n't that formidable creature, 

Of milder elements your nature ; 
Your character resembles more the calf. 
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The Ladies t»o, so frighten*d, fear ye ; 

They feel not courage to come near ye ; 
And yet you treat them with much love and ease : 

I know your manners are so bland, 

The sweetest Ladies of the land 
May take whatever liberties they please. 

Then, Sir, your reverence for the Sex ! 

You ne'er abuse them, never vex ; 
But so much love, so Ovid-like, is given : 

So much, Sir, for your soul I fear, 

If charming Woman were not there, 
You would not, if 'twere offer^d^ go to Heaven. 

You paint so sweetly Love's alarms, 

The neat Historian of their charms ; 
Touch with such rich luxuriance form and air ; 

In gratitude the Sex should join, 

And give you gold for every line ; 
Nay, make you Poet Laureat to the Fair. 

Ulysses like, the World around, 

What mines of treasure you have found ! 
Thoii^ not the mines that purchase m the stocks. 

So polish'd, you retum'd from travel ; 

Like a rough StOQe, or lump of Gravel, 
That for the ocean leaves its barren rocks. 

VOL. V. z 
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When sickness sinks their spirits low. 

And damps their animated glow. 
Stops the poor labouring heart wd flutt^riog bue^Ui ; 

The lightnings of your page illume 

The eye's wan melancholy gloom, 
And ope its film ag^, though dosed in drnth. 

It is with Envy, Sir, a law, 

To find in every feme a flaw ; 
Enough you boast for Envy's tooth, a mountain : 

Pure flowing from the Muse's hills, 

Let Envy mud a thousand rills, 
Y(m still remain a fiill and beauteous ^/buM^OM. 

Sir, should you through the country pass. 

And put up at the Horse, or Ass, 
Blue Bofur, or Magpie, Ram, or Goat, or Bear; 

At once the people of the village 

Would leave their tools, and quit their tillage, . 
To take in wanders at the eye and ear. 

Were Pidcock through our isle to go» 

And, Sir, present you for a ^Am^, 
What .towQa> what oities, would your iotm amuM! 

He would gQt ioooey to swig ttrn^i 

More, Sir, ^tju by his huge Bftbow, 
His wondrous Elephaot^ and Knqguwi. 
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Fools who would tinow you into shade, 

Declare w genius is display'd, 
N'ature, ori^nality, sublime, 

Ab ease, no humour, and no wH : — 

Sir, let Jbols say vhatfooU think fit ; 
Trust to that upright Scrutineer, call'd Time. 

Your rival Brothers of the Quill, 

Are Moles beneath tbnr dirty hill ; 
That darksome labour, and the field destroy : 

Or just like Beetles, from the ground 

That rise, and hum, and buz around ; 
And, reeling every Traveller annoy. 

Abhorrent of the spectred shade, 

your mighty mind for Mgkt wa» made ; 
You for the r^ons irfthe Stan were bom : 

So like the Lark, witii liquid lay. 

Impatient of the ooning day, 
That mountag bieaks into the beams of taata. ■ ■ 

You're a nice Candle, let me say, 

Burning with mild and steady ray : — 
But let a saucy Moth desert his hot^ 

And &ap the fiame with wanton wing ; 

We hear biro his own reqmem sing, 
Stretch'd midst the altar's fir^ a shrivell'd coal, 
z s 
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Your soul is fiiU of Summer weather ; 

A Zephyr that scarce moves a feather : 
But when your vengeance wakes upon your fbes» 

Farewell the smiling Cherub mien ; 

The Jove of wrath at once is seen ; 
Flame in your eye, and thunder on your brows. 

Then, lo ! the Spirit of the Storm, 

Wlm bursting forth, a giant form, 
Lashing the surly billows to a roar; 

That heaves old Ocean, from his bed, 

Bids him disgorge his swallowed dead. 
And pour hb wrecks upon the foamy shore. — 

Sir, like a Traveller at some stile, 
That wearied stops to breathe awhile. 

The Muse one minute shall suspend her Lays ; 
Or like a Miller's, Sir, my wheel. 
Fatigued, shall some small respite, feel : 

And so I dose the^fiood-hatch of your prme. 
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PARTIL 

Seven cities of the Grecian world 

Puird wigs, pull'd caps, foul language hurl'd ; 
On Homer's birth-place, proud t' exaU their ham: 

Pray let us take especial care, 

Not thus to kindle up a war 
By not hiforming folks where you were bom. 

Cornwall and Devonshire, perhaps. 
May for your birth pull wigs and caps : 

Now, Sir, I do not really mean to quiz ye ; 
Was it in Dodbrook that the light 
Tirst entered on your precious sight ; 

Or, Sir, at gallant Foy, or Mevagizzy ? 

Sir, I believe that I can guess : 

Your birth*place Dodbrook deign'd to bless ; 
Famed for white ale, and bullocks, ewes, and rams. 

Twas in this spot your genius rare 

Did first inhale the vital air. 
And caught the tender spirit of the Lambs. 

Of what religion are you, pray ? 
I think, Sir, I have heard you say 
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The Quaker^s, void of noise and ostentation ; 

And to the great, sublime, all-wise 

Creator of ten thousand skies, 
That silence is the highest adoration. 

Oh ! would the great Longinus rise, 

And on your Labours cast his eyes, 
Touch'd with what rapturt would he read your Rhyme! 

Soon would he cry, "O Men of Metre, 

Hide your diminish'd heads at Peter ! 
Here hums the Bard ; hert towers the trw wbUme. 

" Here glows of Poetry the soul j 

Here Fancy's boundless oceans roll. 
To him, what are ye ? Cracl^ers^ and a Bomb* 

Compared to him, ye rhyming men. 

The Bird of Jove, and humble Wren ; 
The Pyramids, and some poor Turkish Tomb. 

" Of this rich Gem of lucid nature, 

Ah! could ye imitate the water ; 
Obtain the mantle of high-mounting Pindar; 

Though not up near him, cheek by jowl. 

Ye still might be a Lump of Coal, 
That flames and warms wiUi mtv (ittic cMtr/*-^ 
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ow that Flattery's apt to wound ; 
re's Rum, there's Brandy, in the sound : 
lot to inebriate Geniuses like you ; 
u, Sir, are J)f^ against tliis spirit, 
t there's a proverb upon Merit; 
:h says (the proverb), "Give the Deoil his due.^* 

. little flattery's right : 1 dare 
Cell men of genius what they are ; 
,3retty stimulus to emulation. 
A Farthing-candle merits praise : 
Even Canning has his tim/ rays, 
hough bom not to illuminate a Nation. 

The little Dew-drops on the field 

Possess a splendour ; though they yield 
To sparkling Diamonds, yet they have their hour : 

They charm us with their elfin light ; 

At mom the Nyitlphd and Swains invite ; 
Adora and feed the herbage and the flow'r. 

Ah ! should I pull off a Wren's head, 

And strike the Uttle Warbler dead. 
Because like Philomel not loud and clear? 

Or break Arachne's tender line ; 

Whose silken texture can^t confine 
Hyrcanian tigers, or a Russiiin bear ? 
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Ah ! when, Sir, you resign your breath 
(For Verse has no effect on Death, 

Ne*er melted his dull leaden earthy metre), 
A thousand beauteous eyes in gloom, 
Will drop their pearls upon your tomb ; 

Poor mourning Pilgrims at the shrine of Peter. 

Sir, Sir, you never ought to die ; 

But, like Elijah, mount on high : 
Not like a paltry, crawling worm, expire. 

A Bard of your transcendent fame. 

If not a chariot, sure might claim 
A handsome curricle or gig of fire. 

Where are the Princes of the land. 
And Men of Rank, a chosen band ? — 

Betting on Lewes or on Brighton course. 
Sancho, Pavilion^ and Squire Mellish, 
Have spoil'd for Pegasus all relish ; 

Poor Pegasus, the Muse's favourite horse. 

Lo ! liveries on the Racer wait -, 

He eats, and drinks, and sleeps, in state ; 
So cropp'd his ears, so comb'd his tail and mane : 

While Pegasus neglected lies 

Upon a dunghill, shuts his eyes. 
And lean and ragged grazes through a lane. 
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Is't possible with all your powers, 

With all your Poetry's fine flowers, 
That you should gain no patronage, no pension ? 

Tis strange ; 'tis pacing strange, indeed : 

This when Posterity shall read, 
What will it say ? ^' Impossible ! mventionJ^ 

Amid the swallowing gulf of Time 
' What wrecks, alas, of Prose and Rhyme ! 
But, lo ! this gulf shall not thy bark devour : 

Lo ! all sails set, I see it brave 

The fury of the thundering wave ; 
Wind on the quarter, fourteen knots an hour. 

Lord, Sir! you don't know half your fieune: 

When dead a century, your Name ^ 
Will, Snow-ball like, increase with rolling years ; 

Even your nnn'st Song, which you may call 

A common vulgar tune, that's all. 
Will then be deem'd the Music of the Spheres, 

. Yet with your mountain of high merit, 

And with your ocean of proof spirit j 
You gain no praise, no favour, from Reviewers : 

Who call your lucubrations, stujff^; 

Not fit to wrap up cheese or snuff; 
Scarce fit to travel through the common sewers. 



346 THE SORROWS OP PETER. 

Folks will inquire about your rize ; 

Your hair or wig, your nose, your eyes ; 
Whether you were not taller than a steeple ; 

In conversation, hawk or dove; 

Whether, like other men, modb kne ; 
Wore clothes, and eat and drank, like other people.^ 

Excuse this tribute affair praise, 

« 

Due, Sir, to your immortal Lays ; 
Sincere is this Address, or Ode, or Lettar. 

Perchance your wjodesty may bbah : 

It is yonrjailingy Sir ; but tush ! 
No man admires you mare^ or likes you better. 
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SoKi foOu declKre (lo wMud m; dm*4ike natan), 
I pningle too mncta actd widi m j ntuc j 
Too T^oDa to tmiU at Oartan, Slan, ud Sfatmp, 
And take ilrmtt lOtrtia with Qnecia and Kfa^; 
Roait OD Diy ordeal, like an inqniiition, 
Paer, panon, poet, ptmp, aeadeimdaa: 
mole oUwn nrcar, two btHwdt of ApoOa 
(TIm Bcllpw and Halliau) ttttmt Mtan 
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ODES 
TO THE ACADEMICIANS. 

IteBar^ ■fletalmiratiflM, Mlateth ba Rortl Aeadea^^He dngeth. In ■ 
Stnin or hicti PuMnnic, of Hinwdf-jet aekBow)ed|iiig Iba ndaTOlnit 
DvpndaOuot ttliate on hit Penon. 

Again th* Academy I greet; 

Once more, my graphic friends, we meet : 
Shake hands. Ah ! why the greeting hand withdraw ? 

Lo ! by your looks, ye seem to say, 

" Avaunt, thou vagabond! away! 
We'd sooner take the Devil by the paw." 

Well, well ; ooce more the Bard appears ; 

He sings, in spite of rolling years : 
Time has not stolen one atom of his fire. 

Hie Muse, unconscious of decay. 

Still pours the proud Pindaric Lay, 
Still strikes with equal energy the Lyre. 

Now cries the Critic of my Rhyme, 
" How darest thou dream of the subHme, 
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^^foncy that it e*er inspired thy Odes ? 

How darest thou take a Pindar's name ; 

To steal into the dome of Fame, 
And place thy Momus by the side of Gods ? 



^.w 



I own that Timei to my swrprisej 
Has done some mischief to my eyes, 

And done that mischief much agoimt my mli; 
But as the Bulfinch, beyond doubt, 
Sings better when his eyes are out, 

Why not the Songster of th' Aonian Hill ? 

Time too has chosen to efface 
The^;^ Apollo form and grace ; 

And somewhat bent to earth my lofty head : 
Yety though the knaye has touch'd my hand^ 
The Goose-quill still it can command, 

And o'er the snow the leathered Giant lead. 

Time has made free too with my features ; 

Those pretty inoffensive creatures. 
That never yet were cruel to the Fair : 

Spoil'd my poor lip, and dimple sleek. 

Run his hard plou^haie o'er mj cheeky 
And stolen ths blmhit^ roses that wei^ tbere. 
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Time too, I own, my mouth has entered ; 

To steal some pearl the rogue has ventured. 
And given a lisping to my tuneful tongue : 

But, thank the Muses for their care, 
. And Phoebus, of his tricks aware. 
Safe is my brain, the fount of flowing Song. 

Th' Academicians would rejoice 

If Time had also stolen my voice : 
But while that voice exists, by Heavens, I'll sing. 

Yet mind me ; while I pour my Lays, 

To Justice I my altar raise. 
Too virtuous to profane the Muse*s spring. 

It certainly must be confest, 

I come a most unwelcome guest ; 
'Mid sheaves of corn, a sort of wicked weovil. 

As for R. A.'s, I briefly tell 'em, 

Fiaijustitia mat aelum; 
Although they sooner would behold the Devil. 
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WEST* 




tlie Btrd eompliBiaitetli Mr. Wert oo his Lord M 
Ptowcff in a MTtew Depvtaeflt of tilt Art; bot biddetfa 
Vaagen o( Clamk QmaoA* 

Now let me turn to Mister West : 

Thy Nelson, it must be confest; 
Proves that thy Muse of Painting is not dead. 

'Midst works of merit be it placed : 

The Hero's form is not disgraced ; 
Which adds a leaf of laurel to thy head. 

At small defects I scorn to carp ; 

This would be prying much too sharp : 
I think this Piece will help to boil thy pot 

And should it a good turbot gain. 

As Poets are a famish'd train. 
Send the poor Bard an invitation-note. — 

Why will not Mortals be content, 

And walk the road which Nature meant. 
And not eternally with Genius war ? 

And yet 'tis passing strange, though true; 

They keep th' impassible in view. 
And bid defiance to their ruling star. 
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The men in Miniature who shine, 

Pant to extend their little line. 
And paint the forma of Goddesses and Gods ; 

And then, like Phaeton, the fool, 

A puppy of Ambition's school. 
Disgraced they tumble from the bright abodes. 

And 'tis ia Music just the sapii^ ; . , , 

TIk tunefiil Nymph, or trniefvl Dame, 
That in catitabik delists the soul, 

The sweet simplici^ forsakes ; 

From octave leaps, to octave takes, 
And seeks to triumph in bravura howl. 

The Lap-dog just as well might say, 

'* I think I'll hunt the Hare tiMlay, 
And in proud triumph lead the Hound or Bea^e:" — 

Or Sparrow on the chimney-Up, 

" I hate this life of chirp and hop ; ' 
1*11 drink the solar blaze, and mount an Eagle." 

West, let me as a friend advise : 

From classic ground withdraw thine eyes, 
Kor fiincy from sublime to ^Uher glory. 

Attempt not things beyond thy reach : 

The Pebble on die sandy beach, 
Can ne'er expect to rise a PronKntory. 

VOL. T. S A . 
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FUSELL 



The Poet ittaeketli Mr. FoseK for attempting sablime Saluects— alio for ymaAji 
sappoong he hath cang^t a Shred of the Mantle 'bf Michael Angelo^^Ue 
commendetfa his Pietnre of Beanfbrt, bat lunteth a Anspieion of iti being a 
mmggUd Affiur— He woodereth that the Ghosts of Shakspeare and Milton do 
not leave their Tombs, to punish tiie Painter for the Disgrace broogfat opoo 
them by the Imbecility of his PendLr-Tbe Poet condndeth with Advice of 
mocfa Homanity* 

Am, Master Fuseli ! are you here, 
. To whom Abuse's speech is dear ; 
Whose jaundiced eye can rarely merit see ? 

Well, since thy penchant is a grin, 

It will not be a mortal sin 
To give the World a gentle grin at thee. 

What Demon put it in thy head, 

To fix on Beaufort's dying bed ? 
Was it, the rage of Criticism to rouse ? 

Speak : was it thy ambitious hope, 

With Reynolds, of high fame, to cope ; 
And envious tear the laurel from his brows ? 

Fuseli, thou callest Beaxifort thme : 

Speak truth, is this thyowfi design? . *; 

■V 
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But munif this is a very ticklish theme. 

The palsied hand, that ne'er was found 

To lift a weight beyond the Pound, 
Will ne'er be thought to raise a Weaver*s Beam. 

Thy friends, or rather foqs, declare. 

Thou often dost sublimely dare^ 
And makest Michael Angelo thy model ; 

Moreover, that thou dost inherit 

Large portions of that Painter's spirit 
God still their tongues, or mend each crazy noddle ! 

They tell thee that thou art a Whale, 

Thy mind on Nature's noblest scale. — 
The Jblk who flatter thus, mean arrant mockery. 

They call thee a fine China jar : 

But this I humbly beg to bar ; 
They should have said, a pipkin of brown crockery. 

Now let not wicked people say, 

I wander far from Truth away : 
Truth, heaven-bom Truth, presides o'er every stricture. 

Fuseli, indeed I don't deny 

Thou e*er hadst Michael in thine a/e; 
But say, thou never found'st him in thy picture. 

8 A 2 
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How dares thy hand, that caonot hit 

The features qf a poor Tom-tit^ 
Atempt the £agWs fiiry in its flight ? 

That cannot paint a tame Tom-cat, 

Or muzzle of a Mouse or Rat, 
Attempt the lordly lion in his might ? 

Oh ! why in colour dip thy brush, 

And, mad, upon thy ruin rus!h. 
And yield thy back to meet the lash of Satire ? 

Thy blue and green flesh (let me say) 

No ctmpUment to Beauty pay : 
A putrid carcase is not charming nature. 

Fuseli, whose hand with Nature wars, 
Inform me, what provoked tliy stars 

To make thee serve a prenticeship to Pamt ? 
What crimes have thy fore&thers done. 
That thus they should condemn the son 

To bid him daub the cloth with Devil and Saint? 

Thou really wantest not discerning ; 

Hast g^n'd a little classic learning, 
And mayest in thy proper sphere be jogging : 

And, as ill-nature much is thine, 

A pedagogue had been thy line; 
Then, like Orbilius, thou hadst ahpne in flogging^ 
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There are some rooms thou callest tkine*, 

Replete with workmansiiip divine 
Of Grecian art; tlie Connoisseurs don't doubt 'cm 

Say, Fuseli, did these rare Antiques 

Ne'er give thee grins, and cuffs, and kicks, 
For daring to inform thy boys about 'emf ? 

Lo, from their graves, in glory laid, 

Each Bard, a long-lamented shade, 
Shall start with horror from his sweet repose : 

The Ghost of Shakspeare shall arise, 

And Milton with his darken'd eyes, 
To pull the daring dauber by the nose. 

Tliou hast a place, both nice and snug; 

Good victuals, and a good warm rug; 
Let not a false ambition prompt thee further. 

Then bid tliy cruel labours cease, 

And let the canvas sleep in peace. 
Nor make it cry out " Murther ! murthcr ! murther !" 

The Lord is call'd a mnn o/ri'ar; 
Beyond thy powers how distant far ! 

■ Ai Keeper of the Royal AoKlemy. 

Iltuin Mr. Fnieli'i deportueui to mperiuicnd tlie jooag Siudcuu of tbe 
Anliqiic Acadeni;. 
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For, shouldst thou dare attempt the Form, I fear 
Thy mangling hand would make sad work ; 
And, with the fierceness of a Turk, 

Cut down the Thunderer to a privateer. 

Remark. 

Mr. Fuseli should expect no lenity from the rod 
of Criticism, after having himself uttered the following 
sarcasm upon a Brother-artist, Opie, at a time too 
when he was in apparent friendship widi that ingenious 
Painter. " Dere is dat poo-re Dogue Opee : de failow 
can paaynt notin but Teeves an Morederers ; an wen 
de Dogue paaynts a Teef or a Morederer, he lookes in 
de glaas/' 
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LOUTHERBOURG. 

The Poet, u fortneriy, fiodetb Fault nith Sir. LoulberboDrj; Tor his rokanic 
LAndacapei— maketb > splendid Comparison— gjietb good ptcuniiBy Advice— 
eomplimentetb him— md endeavoareth to beat bioi out of bii Belief in tb* 
MetalMljr of general Nature. 

A Critic always should be just; 

lUiberality's a rust 
Which dulls the edge and splendour of his knife. 

There should not reign a mean hostility ; 

But friendship, tenderness, civility ; 
And Art and Criticism be Man and Wife. 

A vulgar World delights in glare, 

Adores whatever makes a stare; 
The sober tints of Nature they despise : 

And thus tliey like the pomp of Pride ; 

While Modesty, disdain'dj decried. 
Roams some pale solitude with downcast eyes. 

1 bade thee, certain years ago. 
In Landscape no completion show 
Of mrming-pan, brass candlestick, or kettle: 
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With Poetry 'tis just the same: 
How Doctor Danvin won a name, 
By gUtteriag, tinsel, efUheted Rh^e ! 

Divine Simplicity was fled, 
- Driven, banisfa'd, dared tlot show ber head, 
Whose powers alone support the true sublime. — 

Once more, ^ve ear unto a iriend ; 

Even ncfw 'tis not too late to mend : 
But, if thou merely mean'st thy works to tell. 

Then pour thy yellows, purples, greens, 

And reds, and blues, for rural scenes; 
And make thy burning Ski^s as hot as Hell. 

I grant t^ execution neat ^ 

And grant, hi little thou art great : 
But take a hint, and not a hiqt imprtqisr. 

Learn, LoutherbQiii^.tio thy ^Q^riae, 

That grass affd Water, a>ws and skide, 
Are things trfaich Mature never tnnkes of a^er. 

Grieved shdtiYcl 1 be to ri)u8e thine ire; 

But be not so profuse c^ tire, 
Nor fiame so furiously upon our eyes : 

Letnot thy hills be qUite' so^o/ ; 

Where really bnemi^ht l>ou a pot, 
And Toatt a leg of mutton at thy skits. 



V 
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JOHN LANE. 



awftmAtt. mi cm J»l(*«i*« 



What bavc ve berer A fhmning lecture, 

BiddJi^ defi»ce to sfaarp strictare. 
Ye Ivthh^ PtwhKgh^ that aniaiid us wink, 

Ob * hide each poor Aamsh'd faead ; 

Of cuujpetiljaa be aliaid. 
For vcril J with sbamc jk oo^it to skraik. 



AvoDth wfaoK years are jiHtiiineteeii, 
Who xaroehr angbt has doaeor seoi. 

And DCTcr Td beheld tbe Gods of RoBie; 
While yoor sbbD L^fa^ as I have said. 
Should hide each poor dimkiish'd head. 

This stri[&^ s Torch OloBBates llie Dome. 



I haH thr gcoius : wid tkjr Uls; 
Brvooii UK nMch of ^■i»n;ng Vj-j^^ 
To ovMt III* Ifiaianc lilnir be tby 
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Prophetic, I aver thy line 
Amid the Roman school vill shine, 
And not disgrace the great Carrache or Titian. 

N'ow should our Bishops drop the saht, 

Revoke anathemas on paint, 
And suffer Saints and Martyrs in Saint Paurs, 

(Who for their good opinions died, 

Boil'd, roasted, carbonaded, fned ;) 
Thif hand should tell their story on the walls. 

Let others search the ra^ed cot 

For brooms, joint-stools, plate, pan, and pot; 
I mean not on such genius to be bitter : 

But were 1 free to choose a name, 

I should not covet a Dutch feme, 
That hunts for immortali^ in Utter. 

To move a Mennow who would wish, 

In paltry brooks a paltry fish. 
While Nature offers him to roll a Whale ; 

Unmatch'd, with m^ty fins to sweep 

The boundless region of the deep, 
And sport amid the thunders of the gale P — 
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And this to me may be applied ' 

The World will cry, ** Wherer is thy pride, 
To put thy Muse on Acadeitaic Odes ; 

When, if she chose it, she might sport 

Amidst the grandeur of a Cobrt, 
And strike the Lyre to Goddesses and Gods?" 
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TO WILKIK 



Imt idfiietli Iw tQ .eseii Mr OiaiM te • Mgto 8pNl« of tl^ 



WiLKiE, an bopQUfi^ thj N^on, 
Accept the Mu^^ftiiwi^ .. 

Thou ^yest.tp; Joivifpfi.'^ eqy|qu3 tongue the lie, 
Procl9iiaiqg tluKt 01); jSco^w^ 
No plant of geniii§ w^U ,^ /om^ ; 

Which toti9 vnibtu |; 4f^ dgsffjfi . 

« 

I think thou inayst a Hqgirth shin^ ; 

That wit a^ii Jtiunour fwtji are tbiae, 
Np conuqpn fK^«!ent :|r(»A tbet Dalian God : 

Then try thy ving» .e»ert tby povj^" ; ' 

fielow thee le^vQ Te^icva and Bimwer, 
And prove a.Pr^Q|ihet jplbt Man of Od^ 



' V 
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TO TURNER. 



The Bard nakeCh « Bow to tlie Genus of Mr.Tonier, tod 

Wonder at tlM AtMenoe oT hit Lndicipet. 



Turner, whatever strikes tiiy mind, 

Is painted well, and well design'd ; 
Thy rural scenes our plaudit must obtain : 

Though Nature (and where lies the harm ?) 

Has given thee not a giantyorm, 
The Dame has placed the ^ant in thy brain. 

Say, why are not thy Landscapes here. 

Landscapes where truth and taste appear ; 
That prove thy pencil's powers, and grasp of mind? 

Who nobly canst exalt thine head ; 

Who, like Eclipse*, canst take the lead, 
And leave with ease thy rivals fiur behind. 

• A cetebmted Rae»kone. 
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TO BACON. 



t The PMt k^trntOk Mr. Bmob of 1^ Pragraw is the Art of Scialptara-ad. 
Yiietli Um to be expedUkm in lib IlllprofelBeBt^ on accont of the mpM 
Stridee of an eUiHg Gcnticman called Tfane.— He laBMalBlli the Want of 
Fatronage to Scalptofe an dwghethfor the Retnis of Atbntan Dayi. 

Bacon^ I think thou dost imprcw ; 
But prythee, somewhatyoj /^r move : 
These works display more fire and spirit in ye. 
Time flies : accelerate thy pace ; 
Although thou catch not in the race 
Phidiasy Praxiteles, or even Bernini. 

Shame that, in this our wealthy isle, 

Poor Sculpture is not seen to smile ; 
Forced, nearly forced, to beg her humble bread: 

While e;serj face-maker canjeast, 

Quaff with his Lordship wines the best. 
Whose art can scarce pourtray a poor Calfs Head ! 

Oh, when will ancient Greece revive, 
Where Sculpture taught her Forms to Hve ? 
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(Poor Dame, in Britain put upon the shelf !^ 

Where Hero, Demigod^ or God, 

Full often, as the streets he trod. 
Scarce knew th' ingenious marble from himselfZ 



< . 
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I- 
». 



TO GARRARD. 

Tlie Poet uttereth Terjr handaoiiie thinffi of Mr. GamTd— and adviseth him to 
support his proper Dignity, and despise tlie Academic Honoms. 

Garrard, thou Myron of the age, 

Whose works the eye of Taste engage, 
Where is thy Cattle, that delight affords? — 

What ! none ? Now, Garrard, to be free. 

More pleased indeed am I to see 
A thinking Bull's head than a thoughtless Lord's. 

r 

Refused the Academic crown. 
Thou losest nothing of renown : 
Trust to true genius, which thou dost inherit ; 
Beyond the reach of Envy's breath. 
The cold, the chilling blast of Death, 

m 

For ever warring with the blooms of Merit. 

Th' Academy (ah, fie upon her !) 

Can now confer no crown of honour; 
She asks submission mean, and oaths most hearty. 

She hunts not for ingeniousj^/A: : 

The pencits powers are now a joke ; 
She only wants a tool to serve a party. 

VOL. V. SB 
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In vain thou knockest at the door ; 

Knock at th' Academy no more. 
And to such small ambition bid adieu. 

Who on a Mouse's paltry Hole 

Would fix the wishes of his soul| 
While Fame's fair Temple opens to his view ? 
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TO NOLLEKENS. 



The Bard KDgtiik totfae Bndie of Mr. V^Mum, but coa d mrnetli him u the 
■nppooed JSaeeaiMofMr of a certain Biafabp't Sentence on tibe Bofom of a beao- 
tifiil Gnefc VestaL 



With pleasure, Nollekens, I see 
The Muse of Sculpture wake in thee ; 

And Britain, who has been so long asleep. ' 
Well ; since thy works such worth display, 
Brisk, stir thy stumps, and work away ; 

And with the gems of Athens, Britam heap. 

How could thy sacrilegious hand 
Obey the Bishop's dread command. 

And slice the bosom of the Grecian Maid? 
That Phidias' angry Ghost would rise, 
With mealy iace, and saucer eyes, 

To break thy chisel, wast thou not afraid ? 

Ohj where was Venus in that hour, 
To snatch tl^Vestal from thy pow V ? 
An action so barbaric chills my blood. 

S B 2 
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Now do not, NoUekenSy dissemble : 
Did not thy hand with horror tremble^ 
And thy two eyes let fall a plenteous flood ? 

How did the Bishop's wife behave, 
On this most sacrilegious shave ? 

Did not the Lady smile upon the garble ? 
She might ; for Ladies old and dry^ 
Inspired by Jealousy, can sjpy , 

A dreaded rival in di piece of marble. 



TO DUBOST. 

In Mistress Hope, Monsieur Dubost, 

Thy Genius yieldeth up the Ghost ; 
In truth, in Portrait thou art not at home. 

Why wander from thy proper sphere ? 

Now, had thy Damocles* been here, 
Thy Slave had tower'd the Tyrant of the dome. 



* A moftt masteriy Pictore by tills Artift, and poKbMed by Mr. U^ 
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ODES TO THE HEADS. 



The Bud addreaNfli, in phjntifs IKtty, Ae Head) of tht Lutrd fat 
p*iat»dbythiIjtrdkimB*vkM, ud eMCdted 1A( lonl lawn k< 

Ladies and Gemmen, Masters, Misses, 
I dare not compliment your phizzes ; ' 

Indeed, fit subjects for the lash of Satire. 
If Truth conduct the Painter's brush, 
What madness bade you hither rush, 

Such melancholy sad burlesques on Nature ? — 

Thou poor sour Face, who seem'st to sigh 

Because thou art hung up so high, 
So mar the window, prythee do not growl : 

Tbou need'st not feel a great alarm ; 

Jack Ketch had done no mighty harm. 
If m4 o' window be had hung thy Jowl. — 



And who art thou, so round and fat ? 
Why didst tho« quit the Brewer's vat? — 



r 
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But tell me, vulgar gentleman, who art ? 

I am no Edipus, indeed ; 

And yet thy occupation read : 
That is, a running footman to a cart. 



TO A FEMALE HEAD. 

P£BT, smiridng Miss, you seem to sally 

From Dyot Street, or Black Boy Alley ; 
And no small consequence you seem to feel. 

Pray, Miss, go back ; your trade pursue ; 

Put on your cover-^lut of blue, 
A n/1 af\n]r fi\ irin^. sheei}*s-trotters. and cow-heelm 



TO A MAN'S HEAD, 



Sat, who art thou, devoid of grace. 

With round and dull unmeaning Face, 
Whose head-piece seems to want a further stQffin||? 

Speak : camest thou, by vain-glory won, 

To prove that Nature, in her fun, 
May on a pair of shoulders place a muffin f 
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THE SOMBRS FACE OF PARSON OODMAN. 

*' Angels and Ministers of Cirace defend us!" 
What, Copley, dost thou hither send us ? 
Is it a ** goblin damn'd," who in his dark hole 
Has jast been dining upon pitch and charcoal? 
Zounds ! 'tis a man, and yet a very odd man: 
Ladies and Gentlemen, 'tis Parson Codman. 

Squire Copley, was it meant in^it, 
To fabricate this thing forlorn ? — 

What has th' unhappy Parson done, 
That thou shouldst hang him up to scam f 

Perchanqe 'twas modesty y t'impart 
Thy humble knowledge in the art 
Yet certain proofs^ the Bard incline 
To think this virtue never thine. 

• Ut Mt Mr. Copley duink at the mtrodactkm of the woid pr«^» w^^ 
foke of Scndd might conitrae hito ft iqiiiat Bt e loqMctad triDM^^ 
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TO THE PORTRAIT OF HELEN. 

Sweet Helen, with thee in the vale, 
With rapture my hours have been crown'd. 

When the Turtle was telling his tale, 
And the Lambkins were sporting around* 

In the cottage I too have been blest. 
When thy beauty the cottage adorn'd ; 

And when thy soft hand I have prest, 
I have fancied my youth was returned. 

But why, my sweet Girl, art thou here^ 
With Mop-squeezers, Venders of Cheese, 

With the Calf, and the Bull, and the Bear? 
What horrid companions are these ! 

And where is thy form and thy grace ? 
Where those eyes that with lustre should shine ?- 

Dear Helen, I look on a face 
That never, ah never, was thine. 

Painters seldom in beauty succeed; 
Grace and Canvas but seldom agree : 

Thou hast honoured the painter indeed, 
But the knave has done nothing for thee. 
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TO A HEAD. 

You are a Taylor, Sir, I guess, 
Just whipped into his Lordship's dress ; 
Leap'd from your board, no Mercury so nimble ; 
But, from your board when pleased to skip, 

■r 

Why leave behind, good Master Snip, 
Your good friend Goose, the needle, thread, and thimble? 



TO TWO HEADS. 

And who art thou, with face so frill? 

I ween, thou keepest the Black Bull, 
Red Lion, White Horse Cellar, or Brown Bear.- 

And, Madam, you there by his side, 

I guess, are Boniface's Bride : 
Methinks the tap-roam is your proper sphere. 
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TO A MINIATURE PORTRAIT OF A YOUNG 
LADY, LATELY DECEASED. 

The Nymph, by the Graces adorned, 

Who led all the Loves in her train, 
By the Lyre of the Muse shall be moum'di 

While the Lyre has a chord to complain. 

Sweet image that never wilt fade, 
In thee lives her form, and her bloom. 

When in thee I behold the dear Maid, 
I forget that she sleeps in the tomb. 



TO A FEMALE HEAD. 

You, Madaaii, tfais fine Dome adonu^g^ 
Rise early every Monday mcumiog, 

To join your linen, soap, and lie, and tub ; 

Then take a glass of amfort for your spirits 
Your Sisterhood with rapture hail, 
Enjoy the jest and smutty tale ; 

Like quality y without the blush of shame. 
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TO ANOTHER, 



Welcome, sweet Miss, in ochre' bloom, 
Trick'd out to grace this glorious room ,* 

Hopp'd from your humble bulk; behind a strini^ 
Where an odd slipper and odd shoe, 
Where laces, yellow, red, and blue, 

And wig and comb, in graceful order swing : — 

A watch of gingerbread, one patten, 
A shoe'String, and a stripe of satin ; 

A bandka*chief of check, that makes a blaze; 
A various tribe of love-sick sonnet. 
Fur-tippet, muff, and rusty bonnet; 

An infant's pudding, and a pair of stays. 



TO ANOTHER FEMALE HEAD. 

And, hidky Ma'am, of the saose schoc^ 

like Patieoce on a three-legg'd stool. 
Accept my bow ; behind the lines suspending 

A flannel wig, and half a shir^ 

Not much the whiter for the dirt, 
Gowns without tails, that cry aloud for mending:— 



.^ 
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A child's cap, torn by time and rockings ; 

Two mittens, from two old black stockings ; 
A ragged parasol, a leathern cat; 

David the King, in gingerbread ; 

King Solomon without his head. 
Devoured by some damn d Jacobinic rat 



CONCLUSION. 

Now to be serious, O ye men ! 

(Few Eagles, and too many a Wren,) 
How dare ye fill the room with such pollution f 

Will Justice say, while thus ye hang 

So sad and villainous a gang, 
Ymrsdves should not be led to execution f 

How cruel to keep Genius out, 

To favour fools and rabble-rout ! 
Where is the just and independent spirit? 

Ah ! dinners and a glass of port 

Can favour trash of every sort. 
And thus: exclude the works of real merit*. — 

• It » ft iliuiiefiil and notorious fiict, that dimieny pfttrona^, and fiiToaritkni, 
have 1»een mnfonnly tlie meau of introdncinp: peHonnances beneath tbe 
of citticinit to ^ exclusion of woiks de serting the pvblie attention. 
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Great George, in all thy wrath arisei 

Turn to thy Royal Dome thine eyes. 
And smartly kick each Academic tether : 

Or, should this deed disgrace th^ glory ^ 

As sounding not mblime in story, / 

Bid Sam the Porter knock their heads together. 



A SOLEMN, 
SENTIMENTAL, AND REPROBATING, 

EPISTLE 

TO 

MRS. CLARKE. 



DuxFmmimfiKiL 



HxATBxtl wimt ii all tiiit bnrricane about? 
Tk Womuiy Womaiiy niiei all tiie nwU 



EPISTLE TO MRS. CLARKE. 



The Bard that oft to Love has pour'd his Lays, 
And tuned to Phyllidas the Harp of Praise ; 
(For lo, mere Touchwood, form'd of fond desirei 
A sparkling eye could set his Heart on fire;) 
With deep reluctance now assumes the rod, 
To punish that fair Master-piece of God. 

Few are the men that feel the soul's Queen-passion 
Caird Love, have scaped from Lady-fascination. 
How few the Josephs that adorn the times ! 
Let truth be told : even I, the Man of Rhymes^ 
Have oft approached the vortex of Seduction, 
Stalked the wild precipices of Destruction. 
A simple, nibbling Mouse (and nearly taken) ; 
Much have I nunxelVd^ how I saved my bacon. 
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Heavens, what a dire confusion Beauty makes ! 
The Horse Guards tremble, and old Windsor shakes. 
Like Bees, the Mob around Saint Stephen's swarms ; 
And every street and alley feels alarms : 
Men, women^ coaches, gigs, each other jostle ; 
And thou the cause of all this horrid bustle ! 
Hotels and tap-rooms sound with minted din. 
And every coffee-house is on the grin. 
From mom to eve, from eve to midni^t dark. 
Nought strikes the ear but ^ Duke and IVfistress 

Qarke!'* 
Nay, too, the Parrot, and the simple Starling, 
Cry from their cages nought but '' Duke and Darling !"" 
In vain the heavy horse parade the town ; 
Neigh bold defiance, while their riders frown : 
The Mob surveys them just like braying hacks. 
From door to door with dogs' meat on tbdr backs. 

Each day we hear a miserable tale : 
See, by the Commons, Clavering sent to jafl ; 
Dismissed tiie staff, in durance vile to dwell. 
And join the piteous si^ of Sanden's cell !*^ 
See poor O'Meara, with an altered fiure. 
Who preach'd to Majes^ with Paul-like grace ! 



EPISTIX TO MRB. CURKE. 1 

He damns the lad<br of thateu^teii^n, 

And blushes now to mcft a ooogremtioiu 

" Farewell," he siglta, althouj^ eo rastlycbvn-, 

" Farewell the Mitne «nd Lanrn-rieeriBi for ever! 

Yet «ot that ,o<b alone csUs forth ttj tiearBt 

The Hussy robs my life of tweaty yeert." — 

Behold the Tooyos, ^1 with ire ( nfl wnftd ; 

All, for the siUy Major, eU asbamed ! 

And see, Miss Taylor, to tUne arts s fool, 

Haafoanda. Spun^ng-houee, and lost her School. 

The mighty Castlereagh himself m<^ fell, 

The pompous piUar ^mt ««pportB as all : 

I hear the crack, and moura it most uacarly ; 

And Ireland too will mourn, who ioaes him tkarfy : 

Ireland, to Casdere^h that m imteA owa ; 

Her UnioD,— present, and Iw past, repoee ; 

And fiae fertUity, the eye that greets ; 

For docks and grass adorn old Duldin'e ttreeit. 

Raised by thy witcheries, to fright our eyes. 
Ghosts of loBg-buried Depredations rise; 
Btrt, thanks to our good Ministerial train. 
Will soon be banish'd to fteir tombs again. 
In Sparta thus confusion reign'd and strife, 
When wanton Paris stole the Monarch's wife. 
2c2 
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What Imp of Darkness whispered in thine ear^ 
To force from eveiy loyal eye a tear, 
*' Rush an the world, and, with unblushing hsce^ 
Obscure the glories of the Brunswick race?" 
Deceived by thee, has dauntless Wardle dared 
To take the lordly lion by the beard: 
Soon on his head the Demagogue shall draw 
(Or Justice sleeps) the thunder of his paw ; 
And Folkstc^e, with his democratic pipe, 
Shall rue his rage, and gasp beneath his gripe. 
Sir Francis too will fed not ^t rebuke. 
Though guarded by the sevenfold shield of Tooke : 
Patroclus' valiant self to hell was thrown. 
Though in th' immortal arms of Peleus' son. 
Nay, gifted witii the swallow of a whale, 
Even /, the Bard of Bards, believed thy tale ; 
But now the phalanx of the Court I join^ 
And see black forgery lurk in every line. 

Hark ! Whitbread opens ; all the Patriots cheer him : 
The walls re-echo, '' Hear him, bear him, hear him ! '* 
Charmed with each word,to Whitbread's powers they look. 
And mark in Fancy's eye ^flying Duke. 
Thus, 'mid the wood when Snowball gives his tongue 
(Snowball, the truest of the tuneful throng), 
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The peal bq^» the sounda of rapture flow : 
<' Hark, hark to Snowball! go to Snowball, go."* 
Horns, hounds, and men, the hills with triumph stun ; 
Sly Reynard now is seen upon the run. 

Now to the City let me turn mine eyes, 
Where foam the waves, and winds of dbcord rise. 
Fired by th' electric speech of Harvey Coombe, 
The Livery*tribes with plaudits shake the room. 
Fired by ihejuse of Waithman's elocution. 
With Babel tongues they thunder ^' Resolution ;" 
With Babel tongues insult the poor Lord Mayor, 
And put great Gog and Magog* on the stare. 
In vain he tries to tell a timpk tale 
(For Sprats may sing Te Deum o*er a Whale) : 
Regardless of gold chain, and pomp and place, 
They howl him home, in sorrow and disgrace. 
Thus, when the Bird of Wisdom leaves his bower. 
O'er hills and valleys in broad day to tower ; 
The small pert Tenants of the Hedge rush out, 
To put the solemn Traveller to the rout ; 
Magpies, and Jays, and Ravens, Rooks and Crows, 
Spit in his face, and pull him by the nose : 

• Tlie two wooden OitntB in GnildMI. 
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Unheard he hbots ; the chafctoro^, croaldn^ tfain^ 
Tumurtuoui) drive himl to hh hble again. . 

Dear Delicacji at thy shrine I bend ; 
Oh haste thee, Goddess, and our manners mend : 
A Gothic race to sonne refinement raldt ; 
For even our Quality have dirty ways* 
IVf uch like F^encti Gopk^ ; who^ tliongh in Omlet> 

great, 
Spit in the frying-pan to prove its heat ; 
And, spreading rolls in winter (mode uncouth!). 
First warm the slice of butter in the numih. 

Too prone are Mob t6 puU tb^ir Prinics down. 
And snxither with their greasy Hats a Crown. 
With hawk-like eye^ they wait hn eVil hour 
To strike, and paralyze the ami of Pow'r : 
To hold a proud dominion o'er the Court ; 
With sacred Fi^eedom, like Napoleokl, sport ; 
Whose wanton rage has handcuflTd Europe's Kings, 
And put her Princes all in leading-strings.— 
Sad knaves, no gratitude their bosom warms ; 
Forgot the glory of the Hero*d arms ; 
Forgot the hosts that bled beneath his lance. 
Who Britain saved, and curbed the pride of France ; 
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And $trifp%iu s|Mte of cold md stormy wentbor. 
The crowing Gallic Cock dtverpfcathtr. 

Shall Tape*men, Souff-niQii, and web #o^A: Mows, 
Wild roaring, of Seditioii blow Uie bellows ? 
Shall SitUi and Fisb» aod Paper, kuhbrcd orewi 
Instruct the Lord's Vic^gsropts what to do; 
Stop of an Orator the opening weazon. 
And banish Members widiout rhyme or reason? — 
How dare the rogpes indulge the lawless riot? 
Even let theia gprgp their turtle, and lie fmet. 
What is thdr provide, but to tat and drink? 
How dare they have the impudence to think f 
Premmng Imps, that fiuacy a dull Qit 
Possesses sense and breeding, taste and wit, 
like those bright Bucks that grace a birth-night ball. 
And sauntering lounge through Bond Street and Pall 

Mall! 
As well mi^t Dogs, their sprawling legs that sport, 
' Presume to dance a minuet at Court 

The Mao of Livery, matters rarely oMoces ; 
Hear what tiie leveller says oi foreign Princes : 
'' Cross, cross the breed, degenerating £ttt, 
Or auran autange they must sink at last** 
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Perchance, of CourtSi too high we prize the scenes ^ 
The nods of Monarchs, and the dips of Queens : 
And fancy fools that claim the Royal eyes, 
In science deep, superlatively wise. 
Yet is a reverence due to dips and nods^ 
Though not the gracious presents of the Gods* 
True ; little Jblks^ that Royalty behold. 
Are apt to think it of superior mould. — 
As through a lane a mighty Monarch past, • 
A Village Maid her eyes of wonder cast 
Broad on the form that Courtiers all adore ; 
(For Madge had never seen a King before.) 
The Girl, exclaiming, to her cottage ran : 
" Look, Mother ! Mother, look ! the King's a manT — 

'^ When Nature forms a Prince, she culls with c^It 
The best materials for the Royal ware ; 
But when a subject, careless, takes her broom, 
And makes him from the szveepings of the room.** 
Such of Court-adulation is the song ; , ^ 

But Flattery often oils a Courtier's tongue. 

*^ Tried in the crucible of Truth, behold. 
The slandered Youth shall come forth sterling Gold ; 
While thou shalt shock our sight, a motley mass, 
A mixture vile of Brimstone and of Brass." 



EPISTLE TO MRS. CLARKE. 393 
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rriius cry the Members of Adaunistration, 

MThose heads contain the talents of the Nation. 

t 

Uawkesbury and Castlereagh tramcend all praise : 
Ajid Canning is the wonder of our days ; 
For though not French our Secretary speak, 
^^ He thunders Latin^ and Bceotian Greek; 

Prights with grand phrase the Plenipoes around ; 
And, when he fails in sense^ succeeds by sound: 
Like Esop's long-ear'd Animal, whose din 
Performed such wonders in the Lion's skin. — 
Such are the Pilots Heaven has deign'd to form, 
To steer the old State Vessel through the Storm. 



At this, thou bid'st the Bard and Verse go whist k: 
Then read, and tremble at, my next Epbtle. 



A SECOND SOLEMN. 
SENTIMENTAL. AND REPROBATING. 

EPISTLE 

TO 

MRS. CLARKE. 
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A SECOND 

EPISTLE TO MRS. CLARKE. 



No longer noir the Duke excites our wonder, 
*Midst " gun, drum, trumpet, blunderbuss, and thun- 
der*;" 
Amidst bis hosts, no more with rapture dwelU 
On Coogreve's rockets, and on Shrapoelt's shells; 
But quits, with scornful mien, the field pf Mars, 
And to Sir David's genius leaves the wars. 
Now in dull Windsor-rides the Youth is seen ; 
Now, in dull walks to Frogmore with the Queen j 
At Oatlands now, where pt^ and poultry charm, 
like Cincinnatus in his Sabine farm ; 
Now, o'er a lonely dish in Stable Yard, 
Without a Friend, and (strange !) without a card. 
Now, as the humour is disposed to vary, 
O'er melancholy tea with Mistress Gary; 

■ A Hm flrom Pope. 
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For irwitation-dmners soon grow slacks 

When Fortune on a Favourite turns her back : 

Now, at tame Whist, with Lady Charlotte Finch, 

Who feels of sharp Economy the pinch ; 

With other superannuated Souls, 

Who mourn, through winter drear, the loss of coals *. 

How few, of this our M4iney-scraping Isle, 
Whom Fortune favours, have deserved her smile ! 
How few like Bosville, even of lofty quality^ 
Expand the noUe doors of hospit^Uty ; 
To sacred Friendship free libations pour. 
And give an agifs pleasure to an hour ; 
Yet, o*er the glass, can hear the Be^ar s cry^ 
And steal the tear from Misery's melting eye ; 
Contemning gold, as splendid dross at best. 
That sleeping loads the half-starved Miser's chest i 
Give ^ome all Mexico, they still are jlkwr: 
Pour down their throats her Gulf^ they pant for moie. 

Enchantress, listen to the tale I tell. 
The men who venison to his Highness sell^ 

• Coals, that important article of domestic felicity and cou?enience, lave 
been for some time witbdrawn fton the Palaec of St JaMt% on ftccoanl oflke 
9amivnm of the Royal Finance; and the poor Penioners obUged to send their 
Beef and Matton to a Bakehonst. 
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N'ay, even poor pepper, vinegar, and mustard, 

Crumpets, and Yorkshire-cakes, and cream, and cus^^ 

tard, 

To Heaven their eyes of disappointment turning, 

Make a long face, and put their doors in mourning. 

The fierce Hussar, his soul inflamed with ire, 
In sorrow, flings his whiskers in tlie fire. 

The turban'd Kacks no mors their pomp display ; 
But cast their cymbals, in their wrath, away. 
From all the ranks are heard the plaintive hums^ 
And melancholy damps the muflled drums. 
The high Ambassador, with so much glee 

^Who parted from his boots and shoes for tkeCj 
No more to Court-preferment turns his views, 
But turns reluctant to his boots and shoes ; 
Hums o*er his lapstone tunes of doleful grace, 
Less with Morocco^ pleased than Gloucester Place* 

Such is thy power 3 yet let me not conceal, 
But draw from dark futurity the veil. 
The hour, the splendid hour, is on the wing, 
When in proud triumph Wimbledon shall ring, 



* iUWww mmbm$ti9rj ^m a ptnniiiiK apiMBitioii gircn by S&tnM GItrke, 
perfcctjy irmiquUU before tbefiMt and oiqfid Tribunal of the Nation, to Mister 
Tom Taylor, shoemaker in Bond-street, and a &?oiirite mmimmy of both 
parties. 
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Blackbeath agaio shall lift her drooping bead. 

And shouts of triumph fill the Park parade. 

Yes ; shall the Hero to his rank return, 

While Hate shall foam in vain, and Envy bura ; 

And, spite of thy poor fabricated story^ 

Reblaze the Sun of Military Glory. 

Tis but a passing cloud obscures his ray ; 

At most, the darkness of a short-lived day. 

The Bird of Jove, by an unlucky ball. 

May lose some feathers of his wings, and fall ; 

Awhile may feed on snails, and hop the ground ; 

Till Time renews his plumes, and cures his wound 

Then, with new vigour imp'd, he mounts the wind^ 

And leaves the groveling grubs of earth behind ; 

Sublimely soars, scarce conscious of the blow. 

And darts disdain upon the World below. 

He comes, the Hero comes, in all his might ; 
And, clothed with terror, puts his foes to flight 
Thus, once I saw a Country Bull, at ring, 
Break, in his rage, the rope, with sudden spring: 
Coblers and Butchers, Taylors, fall or fly ; 
While hats, caps, wigs, and aprons, mount the sky; 
Sport of the winds, o'er trees and chimneys borae, 
That proved the prowess of his head and horn. 



.-^ J 
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£ncbiintre90j y^a, (for oracles I tell ;) 
7he Youth shell xi^ and mock thy every apell ; 
Stamp with eternal ixAmy thy name, 
^^9k thy dark wiles, aod cover thee with diame* 
Then bef^ the ticklish humours of the times : 
Though Justice l<Hter, she may catch thy cfiifier. 
In spite of those two iasciiiatii\g eyes. 
The Youth in awful Majesty may rise ; 
Lift his bold arm, that even the Thunder dreads^ 
And tear perhaps thy tender Form to shreds. — 
Thus have I seen, with moralising look, 
Cabbage and turnip-tops obstruct a brook : 
By calm degrees, up swdls the crystal flood, 
Superior rising, not to be withstood ; 
It bursts the boundary, with furious sweep. 
And whelming drowns the garbage in the deep. 

Perhaps thine art creates a reformation ! 
A tub for whales, in Wisdom's contemplation. 
What madness centres in that word '^ reform !" 
Who would destroy a garden for a worm f 
Who, but a Bedlamite, would fire his house. 
To wreak his vengeance on a pilfering mouse ? 
To use an humble simile, as pat ; 
Beat in his scull, to crush a teawg gnat? 

VOL. v. 2d 
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Why banish charming Bribery froia the Nation, 
Which gives that blessing Gold a circulation ; 
Bids the bells ring ; with spirits fires the Votes ; 
Buys for their Wives new caps, and gowns, and coats 
Gives consequence to Butchers, Taylors, Tanners ; 
Finds for their Daughters Music and Court-onannen ,' 
Inspires their hearta, to scorn with noble pride 
The clumsy cleaver, goose^ and horrid hide ; 
To nought but titled Lovers yield an ear, 
As Joans and Nans have won full many a Peer ? — 
What beauteous Insects from corruption spring ; 
Leave humble dirt, and sport the ^ded wing ! 
What Flowers of vivid hue, and rich perfume. 
To stable-litter owe their balm and bloom ! 
If this my subject then I fairly handle; 
Be Counties, Boroughs, sold by inch of Candle. 

Grant that a few Commissions may be sold : 
Lo, mighty Marlborough gave up fame for gold ! 
Grant that the Hero mhy, Jbr once, be wrong; 
Why sound his error with a trumpet-tongue ? 
Take from Sir Joseph's book a leaf or two * ; 
Great Man, who makes his annual tour to Kew; 

• Sir Joseph Banks annaally volunteers his services as grand ffufetf or barktr, 
at Ram-fair, held near the Pafpoda, at Kew ; from whence he sets to Wind- 
j«er, with the prqfU$ of the sale, for the ben^fii of his Uoyal Master. 
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With Christie s elocution puffs the Rams^ 
With metaphoric splendour gilds the Dams ; 
Hides rotten feet beneath* the flowers of fame. 
And sends with credit off the ^/fit^and lame. 

Be censure silent on the Soldier's Fund : 
What is it? — a mere rill^ at most a.pqnd; 
How trifling, to the Treasury's boundless ocean !-^ 
Cheese-paring Windham, how' d ye like my notion ? 
Let Ridicule enjoy, with hearty laugh, 
Commissioned boysj and striplings on the Staff : 
Ere long, may babes our Army List adorn ; 
And, what may more astonish, babes unborn. 
Napoleon dares not seize our goods and chattels ; 
JVe trust our safety to the God of Battles : 
Yet let me say (nor will it be denied). 
Dame Fortune r^re^^ joins the weakest side. 

Fair Sinner, ere I close these solemn Rhymes, ' 
Receive a little comment on the times. 
Fanaticism, a tyrant, rules the hour : 
As Locusts thick, her Imps of frenay pour ; 
er Nature's smile diffuse a spectred gloom ; 
And blast, with canker'd breath, her cheerful bloom : 
Saints who the Lord on sacred Sunday seek, 
And hand and glove with. Satan pass the week ; . 

SB 8 
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Who sigh for HMvWt ^t God in Mammon see, 
And pick u packet on the suppliaiiifc knet; 
One eye to God, lamentiog nimak evU; 
The other, winking down upon the Devil : 
One voice to Heaven, " To good my heart incline ;** 
And one in whispers, *^ Satan, I am thine:** 
Maim busts and statues that display the nude. 
Yet clasp, in secret dalliance, ^ef A and blood; 
Load with anathemas the Comic Muse, 
And lead a wanton Lais to the stews ; 
Preach Heaven-bom Charity towards the Poor, 
And Dog-like bark the Beg^ from the door ; 
Preach sw^t benevolence, and hang a Cat 
Whose famish'd stomach takes a simple sprat ; 
Preach patience, and, with phrase too bad to utter, 
Knock down the Cook because she oils the butter : 
Fools who pretend Heaven's wondrous scheme to scan. 
And impious make th' Almighty kss than man. 

Such is the modern apostolic race, 
Refomid^ regenerated rogues of grace^. 

• New mpwAlu are bonriy mnltiplyiiig. They are eren riring from the Navy 
«i|4 iksnyf ivhora trae eauhl pot Imre ea|»ected an enaleiMe. At Oaaioi 
Town, adijoining to the Metfopolis, a set of New Apoftles of a veiy hortle 
sphere indeed have made their appearance : one Page, anaiifar and 
jiire«p; one ¥hmea, w tw is ftgr nnd tM/tr; one Graham, l a iaMtr and • 
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The fage <^ tfaoss i^twfAv tfaoB wilt rut : 
Those Gospel Btoodbouiids viU % iMtbs panam; 
And hunt thee to tbe bed of lawlew Uisao, 
Perhaps to Wfirdle yieldiiig tiahny kuaes. 
Perchance with otfur Dukes thou may'tt be tr^iag: 
Dread then a «^f, a BrideweU, or a mkipprng; 
For limba like Anne (if true be Rinaour's tale) 
Suit iottdt of VenuB bettor thao a. jail. 
Yes» those ifottUs mil thy vanderbigs watch ; 
And, should their art thy vagrant beauty catdt, 
In vain Repeotaooe pours hev Mt^l yell ; 
For Mercy knows not where the Tmpostcvs dwell. 

ttggar; Md one Blackbara, belter known b; the mae of rnHMy Oe G*Mr, 
Alttnt 4 e U pftrt)tempat,iaicXiA to Hw iforeiald «m( ft^wt^^falntertrnt- 
en of tbe Ooipel, iBd «M(i« « C^iK* CoUi PrapriilM') (« ■ rWfa <iiB44 
Cud^ Town Cfaapcl, who leti oat hii Mb ckain, Jirint itMili^ utd ciickMi, to 
dw cUl*M of (be My Mt4, dtmwing, like Saht HQI, SaM HnBtii«loti. Saiif 
Fieir, aw He*;, Md other cfMnXerf Siln, * »mI c«*Artibt* WhnitCAM 
ftoa Ibe poclL«i of IfSHMM ttd Cn4idilr< &iWFteyaMWBly aBAatdHK 
the udnow, jet loeratlTe, hboor oTeaOTertiDf Jem to Quiittaiiitf. Siruaely 
utpecting the pariff of the nietlve tat tbk Hercnieaa hbow, flw Port liu 
expnwed Ua leateeiU li tbe latacfMit Udei .— 
RBl.ta■o■■ fbna a ikriTiog (n^ ; 

Nice look, by knave* for Mammm aade, 

Stbd Frej, wilb CkfMiatt-Bke exertion, 

WeU Gill hii fob by Jtw-ctmtnim: 

Place iMra euolonient in view, 

Smd Fie; becoiaeiaifarttvJew; 

Ilnbloditaf , feeb the WorhTi derinon ; 

Selli Qakt, tad nJlfai circmncinoit. 
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Like David, with whose works we're well 
Our modem Saints declare they have repented ^ 
And, since the vigour of their youth is lo»^. 
And catch and glee have yielded up the ghost, 
" Be joyful in the Lord " is on their tongue, 
** And come before bis presence with a song." 
The Man who^e spul the blt^ck^r vices taint. 
Now, for Heaven's glpry^ mak^s a damnM good 
Thus Head3 pf Whitings, graced with modest ligh 
Stink first, and thqa illuminate the night. 
Such are the sainU that bless our ears and eyes : 
Speak, Wilberforce, if I am forging lies. 



Here ends my Satire. — Should my Sovereign sniii 
Admire my loyalty ^ applaud my style ; 
And, knowing well a Poet's empty dishes, 
Say thus, ^' Let Peter share our Loaves and Fishes f 
By Heavens, in honour of his high commands, 
111 st^l a coat, or borrow^ to kiss hands : 
For, imlike Bishops*, 'tis my firm intention 
To cry out, " Yes, my Liege," for Place or Pension. 



• Tfce ** No-» iywipTi» of OT Bahoiw » ttfll 

wift iD tte eYingeiicil aolemoity ofa CortoiB-hoMe «aik. 




At. 

m,, CARLTON-HOUSE FETE; 



THE DISAPPOINTED BARD; 

IM A 

SERIES OF ELEGIES; 

TO wmcn IS audbd, 

CURIOSITY IN RAGS; 



Hme illtt la a jmrnl 

Yn to proTOke and mortifj me more, 

(Bcarcc ciediliilK ID7 two ■•tonish'd etn,} 
Yannonlh ud Bloomfidd iriit of cardi ■ More, 
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BLEOYL 

The PdetluMBletlit in tlie Strain of the Son of Jeist, his hard Fate, bnlnot 
quite deatitnte of Hope.-In the Lanfoace of Mnsc, follows a long String of 
alflTPt hi a Kej iDnstimtiiv the Snbject, and displaying the Fertility of the 
Poet* s Im^fhiation.— Oicnt Espectation oa AcconBt efUonov coBft w ad im 
Mr. Sheridan^— The Poet's Hnmittty in wishmg even to be seated with the 
d^ynnM Commons of Esgfand, opon the Oram in the Garden, onder Canvas. 

In grief, I sat upon the bank of Thame ; 

(But not, thank God, a captive, like the Jews*;) 
And when the Jubilee f to memory came, 

Tears burst in torrents from my Lady MuSe. 

Yet, lo, one beam, one solitary ray, 

Pierced the dark cloud that wrapp'd my sandy seat ; 
A greats sublimcj a wmderful display 

Of Eastern Grandeur at the Prince's F6te. 



* ** By the rivers of Babylott» there we sat down; yeti we wept whan wt re» 
membered Zion.*'>Pnlm czzzvii. 

t During which the uifortnnate Bard renuined entirely mmotioed. 
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CompaDion thou of Princes and of Peers, 
Of Baronets and Knights the constant crony : 

Thou by thy converse oft didst charm their 'ears; 
And, what delighted more^ didst lend them money. 

If I forget thee, Weltjie*, and thy dinner; 

Thy tales of palaces, thy wit, thy punning ; 
May Fame proclaim me an ungrateful sinner. 

And this my fiddle-hand forget her cunning. 

Yes, Weltjie : if thy Ghost unhappy roam, 
Because IVe not fulfilled my just devoirs ; 

Believe me, I will satisfy thy tomb. 

And give the gossip Public thy Memoirs. 

• ** If I forget thee, O Jerusalcni, let my right Iiuid foiget her comiiiig.' 
Pialm cxxxyii. 
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Sharp as the Bank upon a doubtful note; 
Or hungry Frenchmen for a limb of frog ) 
Or Borough-moDger for a casting vote, 

Inteat to sell poor Freedom like a Hog : — 

Sharp as a trading Justice for a bible, 
To give the oath, no matter false or true ; 

Or dread Sir Vinegar to seize a libel. 

And strike th' <^ending dog with vengeance duc:- 

Sharp as Sir ytnegar, who look'd in Vain 

To shove his bottom into Mansfield's place ; 
Or as Jack Ketch surveys the felon train, 

In hope of necks to meet his rope's embrace: — 

Sharp as Lord Puzzle for his ofBce-fee, 
To keep his poverty-struck house, so poor ; 

Where none my Lord and Lady Puzzle see. 
Save keen Economy, who bolts the door : — 

Sharp as our Alexander, gallant York, 
Look'd out for poor Sir Davids resiprntion; 

Who now (for merit miracles can work) 
O'er Slander triumphs, and resumes his station:- 
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Sharp as Marcellus for the rapturous hour 
That yields the Dame whom everj charm adorns; 

When kind Comotus takes his prudent tour, 
And calmly in hk pocket puts his hams: 

Exulting thus^ in language rather coarse ; 

" What's wife to honours f — stuff, beneath my care 
Make me/ ye Gods, but Master of the Horsey 

The Deril may be the master of my fMref — 

So sharp I listened, yea with full-stretdi'd ear, 
To every knock, no matter soft ot bard ; 

At once, in Fancy's eye, I saw appear 
A Royal compliment to mt the Bard. 

Said I, ^' If Sheridan a fevourite be. 
The m&ral Mentor q& the Princely nand ; 

Stme compliment will come to matal me : 
The Lyric moralist must fevour find." 

Yes, to myself I whisper'd (not in joke), 

'^ At Carlton House I sure shall eat, and quaff; 

Although not cheek by jowl with Royal folk. 
Yet under canras with the common raff-^ — 
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Raff' that we Britons with our freedom truat, 
Yet now considered as mere reptile things ; 

Rqff^thBt can form a Monarch from the dust ; 
Rqff'tbBt confers a Majesty on Kings. 



1 
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ELEGY U. 

A most patkttu: Qnestion.— The Poet's heavy Complaint— Mr. WelQie 
high Pttiegyric on the Bard— knowetfa his Poetry by heart— invitetfa the Bvi 
to Dinner-* hrmd kuU to certun Princes.— Mr. Wel^ie wisbeth the Bard t9 
be his Biographer, proadly insinoating that his Life would be a more ioterert- 
hoig MorccoM to the Public than the exdUed life of Colonel Hai^er-^ntuaBteft 
a Desire of the Prince to pemse the Poet's delectable Effosaona.— Great Om- 
racter giren by Mr. Weltfie of his Royal Master.— Hie Poet again, bi tip 
sublime Strain of the Royal Psalmist, voweth Acts of Gratitude to the 
Memory of his old departed Friend Wdtjie. 

In sackcloth still and ashes must I weep? 

Yes, in his solitude the Poet mourns. 
Gold fills the House of Carlton, what a heap ! 

But not to him the Age of Gold returns. 

No, not one grain of favour have I found ; 

Nor seen indeed the shadow of a card : 
Thus are my sanguine hopes all wreck'd, and drown'd; 

Such for my loyalty the rare reward ! 

Yet to provoke and mortify me more, 
(Scarce crediting my two astonished ears,) 

Yarmouth and Bloomfield sent at least a score, 
\xvi\\Ang dead folks*; dead, ah! dead for years. 

« This was literally done by those two Mmisters appointed to the card depart- 
meni ; who seem on this occasion to have acted in diametrical opposition to the 
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How often Wcltjie to my flatter d ear 

Hath said, and given my heart sweet palpitation ; 

•* Docter, I tell you vhat : by Gote, I swear 
You be de bestest Poet in de nation. 



^' I likes your Louziad; oh, dam pretty ting; 
I laughs to zee you vling about your squibs : 

* • 

An den de Apple t>umplihs an de King ; 
Mine Gote, I laughs until I breaks my ribs. 

" Den Vhitbread Bfewhouse, an poor Passon Vong ; 
Docter, I can remember dem by rote : 

• ■ 

And Docter, minds, I neiFer tells you vrong ; 
De Deffil take me, all be true by Gote.'* 

How often has he said, " Come, come, an dine 
(I knows you love goot eating) pon a buck : 

An den I gif you dam goot glass of vine ; 
1 gif you too one roast anchovy* duck. 

oldida^, which nys,** A Itonv Bog IS better thao a ii«a^ Onewoold 

fanigfaie that the noble Lord, and the bmre and experienced Colonel^ were pnC 
ndly te their tmmpa for want of a fmplde cmitptmjf, by beinf forced to beat ep 
fbrfolanteera amonf the tombt. 

• MmcoTjr. 
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" Den, Docter, you muss taste my pretty pork ; 

Better dan oder peeple pork by balf : 
I knows dat you vill play goot knive an vork ; 

An mind, I zuckks de yong pig^ vij/zc^. 

'' Den after dinner you aal taste my vruit : 
I gif you for to eat zome nice umbrellas i 

Dere's in my gardin aome dat's defflish goot :" — 
Kind Wel^ie simply meaoingi his morellat. 

Delighted with my Lyric Lucubration; 

Fond of the Poet, and the Poet's name; 
Such was the g^enerous Ceman'a invitation.-*- 

Blush, Princes^ that ye have not done the umc. 

How oft he ask'd me, ^* Vil you vrite my Life, 
An vrite me zometing comikal in rhyme ? 

But dont zay not a vord about my Vife. 
Mine beat Geoige Hanger Life ten touzand time. 

'^ But, Docter, zend de Prince your Vesses, pray; 

He Tish to hav« dem in de mornia early : 
He tink you too great Poet of de day ; 

He love your funning, now I tell shinsherely. 
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" N'ow, Doctor^ total yM zometing goot Till ise ; 

I knows de Prince do zdmeting goot intend : 
Den z«nd His Royafl Highness rhyme by me; 
I>e Prince he wfftr do forget oU vriend."—^ 

King of \he Cook^ once of Fall MaH tiie glory; 

No matter wbere thy birth, or who begat thee; 
Pleased with thy Wohen English, and quunt story, 

IFith thee I oft have laugh'd, and aometiraes at thee. 

Peace to thy shad6, O Welfjie ! Many an hour, 
In Pall Mall, llammersmith, and Turnbam Oreen, 

My soul has felt thy fwtiiittting pom't, 
That from the gloooriest heart could cbate the spleen. 

Yes, Weltjie, thou shalt gild the pagfe of Fame: 
For thee, the Muse shall draw the teeth of "time ; 

Th' insatiate Tyrant shfdl not eat thy name : 

Such are the powers of Rhyme, immortal Rhyme. 

Weltjie, to all parties so well known ; 

So great thy talents, what a burning shame 
The Red Book, the Court Calendar alone, 

Should give posterity a simple name! 
vou V. S s 
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Companion tboti of Princes and of Peers^ 

Of Baronets and Knights the constant crony : 

Thou by thy converse oft didst charm their 'ears ; 
And, what delighted more, didst lend them monr^. 

If I forget thee, Weltjie *, and thy dinner ; 

Thy tales of palaces, thy wit, thy punaing ; 
May Fame proclaim me an ungratefiil sinner. 

And this my fiddle-band forget her cunning. 

Yes, Weltjie : if thy Ghost unhappy roam, 
Because I've not fulfiU'd my just devoirs ; 

Believe me, I will satisfy thy tomb, 
And give the gossip Public thy Memoirs. 

• "in totfti UiM, O JeruulaiB, ki my tight haod ibrf«l ber tWK'' 



d 
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llie LacDbntknH of tbe Poit are curied to Cuitoa-Honie, bat prodace w 
rt mi ment i n.— Hiitory of Budi or old TiiiMi.— Tbe Poet bouUOi of Ok high 
Power* of his Mom and Hirp, had they been inrited to the F^te.— A natoral 
Snxgeitiao rdatiTe to the Ohoit of Kien Lmik<— 1^ pww td OenaMi^ of 
Hr. PerceraL— A pretty Compariwn betwMD Mioitten in general, and a 
BirebRiMU-AfiinliaTBoa*t of Powers of the Harp and Sour-— The Cmelt; 
oTObliriaii. 

Elate, to CarltOD-House my Rhymes I sent. 

Before the Poem met the public eye : 
■\Vhich gain'd applauK, the Poet's great intent ; 

But nought besides, I say it with a sigh. 

Strange, that the Prince forgot my Song and Lyre, 
Whose taste in music is so very pretty ; 

Whose touches on the Bass possess a fire, 
Surpass'd alone by Crossdill and Cervetti. 

Yet, dare I say a Prince can be surpast; 

Excell'd by groveling subjects, herd unclean ? 
Is it not blaspliemj/, to boast a taste 

To rival that of Prince, or King, and Queen ? 
2 e2 



r 



430 CARLTON-HOUSE FETEt 

In days of yore. Bards ate and drank with 'Kings; 

Courted, caress'd, invited to each rout r 
Are modem Bards such sad degenerate things. 

That I and my poor Harp were both kept out? 

As scenes mbRme demand a strain sublime. 
How had I eaU'd upon the Muse of Fire ! 

How had I summoned all the powers of Rhyme, 
And waked the loudest thunder of the Lyre ! 

Sounds that had travell'd oceut^ reached Fekin : 
The present Emperor's e^r bad teught the Song; 

The Verse had ravished etery Mandarin, 

And sooth*d the shade of Brother-Bard Kien Long. 

Who knows but that the good old Monarch's Ghost 
Assumed behind the Regent's chair a station ; 

Pleased with the lustre of the scene, and cost?— 
The cast? Poh, poh ! afleabite to the Natioa 

Tills Perceval will pay, and with a greee. 

Old England weak ! heir Treasury's a Giant : 
Besides, if Ministers mil keep their place, 

Like Rods tketf merits they must all be flmt* 



i 
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Are there deficiencies of Civil list. 
Works of high wtddom that expence demand ; 

With much humility the Hirone is ldss'd» 
The Budget g^pes, as^d Taxes lo^d tl^ land. 



Yes : raptured had I struct^ the h^rp of Fame, 
And sung the splendid beauties of the F^ ; 

Describe^ eaich dress, iipmortajized each niAraei 
And given Posterity tb* iUusjtriovs treat ;— 

Sung boiling Gudgeons^, given for Fish of Gold ; 

In streams that through the table skwid have 
play'd : 
Superior to the Arabian Nights of (^ ; 

Surpassing all that has been stmg or said. 

How had these mounted on the wings of Ode, 
As much of fame the Lyric Muse bestows ! 

Now, like a Worm along the humble Sod, 
They crawl through Newspapers in languid Prose. 

• Tbete AiiM6(e nprcMrfflliMt offiabet of fvltf, were, by tlie hM^ 
chuidelien, and the g9$d compuiy, completely boiled, and fit for duhiiig np; 
and, mstead of exhibitiiig their, inteiided fporttre recmtioot, were teen floetiiif 
IB a mehncfaoly and lileleif poetmey belweea the tm banks, on the watiy 
element. 
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Ode is a Sun that undecaying shines ; 

A Giant, placing mortals 'midst the Gods : 
The brain that owns it, boasts the gem-cla^ mines ; 

Even Kings have gained celebrity from Odes. 

Haptured I too had sung Britannia's boast. 

The polished converse of the Heir Apparent. — 

Good Heaven, what valtmbk things are lost, 
As Horace mbumeth, quia Vate carent ! 

Oblivion, that sly mute, that creeping jade, 
(As pleased to drown a wise man as a fool,) 

Is ever busy at her secret trade, 
To sink a name or virtue in a pool. 
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Th« Poet lanenteth tfa« Omiitiao of certain hUtratiKg EshilHtiMi thit migUt 
ha.n affardcd Pleuare in PuUy to At Mnltitnde. 

What pity that no xvask-tub did appear, 
To show Trafelgar's Battle, and the Nile's; 

With pretty little paper ships of war, 

To launch the thunder of the Queen of Isles ! 

What pity there was not a baker^a tray. 
With troops oi gingerbread upon the plain ; 

Horse, Foot, engaged, and spreading dire dismay. 
And cutting, thick as Hops, the French in twain! 

Sure, gingerbread might well portray a scene, 
A Duke's^u// levee after scenes of woe; 

A Duke in converse with his gallant men, 
And smiling upon Greenwood, Cox, and Co. 

What/Hf^, gingerbread did not display 
Our British hero from his chariot flung ; 

Hurl'd from the regions of celestial day, 
A second Phaeton, to mud and dung : — , 
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ELEGY V. 

A most solemn and pnHictlc Addnm to ^ Hiife.-r^aw Poet fCCQ0nt«th the 
Princely Hononn peid to him in fMtt Times, with a most deplonble Con- 
trast of the present Day. 

Muse, sing the reason why I was omitted : 

Was it that Dame Fitzherbert proved my theme ; 

In favour once, who, flatterM and bedittied, 

Of Crowns and Sceptres dared indulge the dream? 

« 

Was it because I touched tlie string of praise 
To Her whose heart even Envy must revere ? 

Was it because I wish'd her happier days ; 
And from the lid of grief to steal the tear? — 

There was a time, a nod would bless mine eyes : 
Tliere was a time, I gain'd a gracious smile. 

My nose was, like my garret, in the skies : 
" My room," I cried, " will flow with wine and oil.** 

So sweet a Prince's smile, sublime his nod, 
We scarce can fancy vulgar earth could mould him. 

GuU'd man who gains them ! he becomes a God : 
Saint Paul's is scarcely large enough to hold him. 
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Too soon my buds of hope resigned their bloom ; 

Too soon the gloom of disappointment mine : 
Oil^ not a spoonful, flow'd into my room ; 

No, nor a piteous nipperkin of wine. 

Ah ! no ; I found no meaning in the nod: 
Ah ! no ; 12(7 meaning in the gracious smile :• 

In vain, with consequence the ground I trod ; 
like Homer's Neptune, striding many a mile« 

For Fortune therefore I must longer wait ; 

Hang on the willows my mute Harp * ; and fear 
That, if I hung myself ^ my hapless fate 

Would scarcely force firom Carlton-House a tear. 

• ** We hanged our harps opon the willows," &c. Psalm cxxxrii. 
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CURIOSITY IN RAGS. 



Curiosity depicted.— Lamentable ConAisioii at Cariton-Honae daring tiie Exhi- 
bition after the Grand FMe.— A rablime naval Compuvoa.^F9rtUmde of 
the Ladies.— A Compliment to the nndamited cemtige of Lord Yarmonth 
and Colonel Bloomfield.— An Addreaa to the Muse.— A cirrumstantial Ao- 
oovnt of the Ladies' Progress in their ndgar and pemUinHai Robes, fiom 
CarltoD-Hoose to their respectiye Habitations.— A short and decent p rs y ir 
for bis Royal Highness. 

« 

What evils Curiosity produceth! 

Yet nothing can the madding rage restrain : 
Whate'ei- the danger, not a Nymph refiiseth ; 

Though Death frown'd near, to cut her form in twain. 

Vain were the efforts of a Milton's pen, 

That paints a diabolic rout so well, 
To give with truth the horrors of the scene ; 

Such squeezing, swearing, tearing, squeak, and yell. 

Ah me, what petticoats were lost, and torn ; 

Pathetic subject for the mournful Muse ! 
Gowns and pelisses felt a state forlorn ; 

Baskets of bonnets, and whok tubs of shoes. 
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The golden chain forsook the bosom's charnas. 
With many a necklace formed of pearls and bead: 

Bracelets deserted from their taper arms, 
And wig^ in tatters left their lovely heads. 

Thus at the glorious struggle of the Nile, 
On which our British history justly brags ; 

Yard-arm and yard-arm meeting, (dread turmoil ?) 
The sails and rig^ng were reduce^ to rags. 

Regardless of their Backs, amidst the squeeze ; 

As Velvet soft, and fair as Alpine Snow; 
The kaUipugi* charms, the legs, and knees ; 

They urge their dangerous way to see the shaw^ 

Their limbs so delicate, and skin so white. 
And then their swelling bosoms all so bare, 

Fix'd (for what Youth could wink on such a sight r) 
Fix'd every orb of vision on the stare. 

Yes : even with common decency to war, 
Did novelty their gentle bosoms harden ; 

For soon indeed were numbers of the Fair, 
like Mother Eve when entering Eden's garden. 

f Chalkier glv« by tie poitoAth*«M to o«*«f their |A«vVe^ 




if the muher of the World ^Ofuld err, 
^For in his trap old Salicn surely cau^t her,) 
We should not therefore make a mighty stir ; 
But yield to Merey/dnd forgit^e the daughter. 

Yet let me sing in thunder of applause. 

How Yarmouth, Bloomiield, not s.Jear betray'd ; 

But through the windows, stripp'd of all their gauze 
And muslins, lugged full many a fainting Maid. 

Now, if you please, my Lady Muse, relate 

What did the Nymphs who all their vestments lost ; 

As many a Nymph, the lean as well as fat, 
Saw not the sight, by cruel Fortune crost 

Forced to their homes unwilling to depart, 
They stalk'd forlorn along the grinning streets. 

Deep-blushing, loaded with a heavy heart, 
Huddled in aprons, table-cloths, and sheets. 

Yea verily, the Nymphs were forced to roam ; 

Yea, left by sad misfortune in the lurch; 
In sorrow, all bare-headed, to their home. 

As though they had done penance in a church. — 
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Such was the scene, with which no scene compsu'es ; 

And long indeed will Dame and Damsel rue it : 
Such was the piteous posture of affairs ; 

Pray God, the modest Regent did not vie^ir it ! 



THE END. . 
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ABINGTON. Mrs. i. 30. 
Academic chair, ode to, iii. 48. 
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Acadetniciani, Loyal OJei 10 disloyal onfs, it. 3T9. 
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AetoT, story of one who discovered his/orte.by accident, i. 30- 1 . 
Addingtm (Mr.) chosen speaker, ii. 383. Ode to him when chan- 
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Adikeu to my Book, iL 485. 
AdBerntg, hymn to. It. 134. 
Agttuaiim, ode to, ii. 310. 
Agamemnon, i. 193. 
Agnei (Saint), legend of, ii. 430. 
Aide-de-camp in a battle, simile of, i. 407. 
Aldermai, dealb of, v. 266. 
Atrxmder, ii. 23. — and Bucephalus, iii. 377, 387. — umI Pannenio, 

It the house of Pindar, ii. 308. 
AUigatar, simile of, iii. 22. 
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Ambition, iii. 21. Its powerful effects, i. 306-7. Picture of its pr^ 

gress, iii. 349-50. 
Amelia, princess, his majesty's aunt, i. 400, iii. 361. 
America has foolishly lost the charms of royalty, ii. 413, iii. 14o. 

See also iii. 298, 334. 
Anacreon, ii. 344. Quoted and translated, ii. 379, iii. 137, Iv. 3T;. 

Lines to him, iv. 65. Anacreon to his lyre, 216. 
Anacreontic Society, address of Apollo to, i?. 162-3. 
Anacreontics, W. 35, 56, 63, 67, 70, 75, 88, 102, 104, 138, 184. 
Ancients, ode on, v. 119. 
Angling, v. 97-8, 109, 151, 153. 
Antony, Saint, i. 162. 
Anttjacobin Review; its foan<{ers, and their hostility to Peter, iv. S3i. 

See also iii. 496 note, 502. 
AniiqtdHea, curious ones, ii. 75-6, 365, iii. 185 to 187, v. SOdtoSOS. 

Manufactured, iiK 188. 
Antiquity, deference psud to ti m the arts, i. 155 to 157. 
Anis, their labours, iii. 223. 
Aphorisms, iv. 17, 58, 75-6. 
Apollo, elegy to, ii. 276. Invocation to, i. 210-1 1. Story Of Apollo 

and Marsyas, 84. 
Apoit^ for Kings, ii. 480. 
Apostles, specimens of the ne^ ones, ▼. 404 note. 
jipple^dumplings and Ring, story of, i. 458. 
Arden, Pepper, f. \5^, it. 9*6^. Ordered to look aftet Peter, i. 4(54, 
Aris the jailor, iii. 491, iv. 439, 460, 46^-3, 479, V. 1S9, 161, 199, 

242. 
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Artois, count of, iii. 442. 

Ascot races visited regularly by tfeteir m8cjcst?es, tt. 354, tii. 352. 
Ass, ode to, ii. 459. Elegy on, when dymgf^ 51 8. Simile of one on 

the p*vertem, 43^. 
Astwrias (prince of), his fracas with his wife and farther, i. 182. 
Atkinson (Kitt), his airing on the pillory, f. 108, 181-2. 
Attorney 'general to be dreaded, ii. 409. A sctir one, t. 41 1. 
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Hubert [Mr.}, an em«r astronomer and meteorologut, ii. 73, 2S3. 
^tcktand, lord, ir. S51. His Triumph, or the Death of Cnm. Con. 

290. See alio Edat. 
Auction*, royal, at Kew, v. 402 note. 

AMguMa, princeu, i. 158, 294, 401. 

Aug^uhu. ii. S4, iii. 379. 

Auikon and booksellers, iv. 135.0. 

Aoarice, description of, i. 300, ii. 192, 221-2, iv. 231!. 

AyUabury. lord, i. 483. 

Ayloffe, air Joaeph, ii. 293. 

Aud, or the Song of the Ctptire Negro, ir. 97. 
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Baphot^heath, camp on, iii. 123 to 130. 
'B^tatt and Tamerlane ii. 97, 1 B6. 
Saketoeit tbe grazier, ii. 49S. 
Bailadt, New>old onet, t. S5. See alio Song*. 
Bmkmpta/, father's advice to a ion concerning it, it. 525. 
Bmh («r Joseph), important Epistle to him, ii. 43. Story of Sir 
Joseph and the Emperor of Morocco, 85. Sir Joseph and tha 
Thief-taken, 178. Sir Joseph and the Boiled Fleas, 279. Ode 
on tbe report ofhii being made a privy-coonsellor, iii. 454. Hi* 
peculiarities of taste, ii. 257-8. His scheme of erecting a throne 
for himself, iiL 41 1. His early propensities, iv. 9a It a pofler 
at the royal auctions, r. 402 note. See also i. 210, 253, 2S5, 306, 
ii. 147, 208, 264, 267 note, 293, SOS, 341, 35*. 373, iii. 166, 
333, 398, i*. 6, 41, 237, 382, r. 131-2, 144-5, 307. 
BoMi, iii. 390. 

Bv-mmd, ode to a pretty one, ir. 60. 
fiara, odes to one, ii. 306-7. 
Bmacb, Increase of, iii. 412. 
Somrr.iT. 81, S6, 88. 
fiorrd (Mr.), character of his pictares, i. 36. 
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Barrington, Daiaesy ii. 74, iii. 186. Story of himj i. 120 note. 

Barrington the pickpocket^ iii. 179. 

Barry, Mr. i. 81* 

Basilisk and bird, simile oF, iii. 412. 

Bastille^ ii. 424. 

^^* elegy to, T. 314. Simile of the bat and insects, ii. 410. 

Bate, Joah, esq. i. 421 note, 505, iii. 85. 

Battledore and shuttlecock, story of a royal game at, it. 313. 

Baad dying, story of one, iii. 220. 

Beauty (female), its frailty, ii. 404-5. Ite influence, ▼. 29, 30,3 

36, 41-2. Lines and ode to an unfortunate beauty, il 8i i^ 

Portrait of a country one, t. 29. Imprecation on venal beaam 

312. See also FroiV. 
Becket (St. Thomas), miracles performed by bim, iii. 202. 
Becltfard, alderman, ii. 220. 

Bed-chamber lords, ii. 125. Lines to a nest of them, 209. 
Bedford, duke of, ▼. 252. 
Bedlam broken loose, ii. 44K 
B», elegy to, v. 294. 
Beggar, address to a blind one, iv, 53. Count Rumford'j eipi«^ 

among the beggars of Munich, v. 133 note. 
Belgrade, lord, iii. 493, 495 note, i?. 332-3, 339. Lord Belgra^ 

and his Motions, iv. 512. 
Bell'Weiher, simile of one, iv. 427. 
Bella, lines to, v. 323. , 

Beloe, Mr. i?. 333, t. 229, 280-1, 302, 315. 
Benwell, Sarah, i. 114. 
Bedforough, earl of, i. 133. 
Beity, master, ?. 316; 

Biensiance described and illustrated, ii. 20U2. 
Billingtan, Mrs. ii. 50, 155, 499, 509. 
Bird's nest, iii. 223. 
Birds saluting a country wedding, v. 82. Invitation to the bird** 

winter, 104, 152-3, 287. 
Birth-'day ode, i. 480. 
Bishops; the present ones characterised, and contrasted with tb^ 
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predecessors of old, t v. ^6-7, 294, 3 1 0. Evangelical solemnity of 
their constant refusal of the mitre, r, 406. 
!Blackbum, a new apostle, ▼. 405 note. 
Blagdon, Dr. ii. 71-2, 84 note, 90, 04, 282, W. 41. 
^anchard the balloonist, i. 153. 
^Uuufford, marchioness of, iii. 14 note. 
Blotnnjieid, colonel, ▼. 414, 429. 
Blue-Locking club, their hostility to Peter, ii. 277, ir. 282. Ode to 

them. iv. 288 (J^ee also 296). 
Bhuhea very scarce, r. 31. 
Board qf green cloth stint the king in fmit, i. 178 note, pistnrbed a^ 

one of their meetings, ii. 488 note. 
Boaimoam and boy, story of, ii. 149. 
Bo^^ofi, Serjeant, iii. 41. 
Booklnnding practised by the king, i. 519. 
BookaellerM, Peter complains of them, r. 124, 158. S^ also 

Authors, 
Boroi^h'Votet, their importance, t. 298-9. 
Bosville, Mr. ▼. 3^8. 

Baswell (Mr.) ; congratulatory Epistle to him, on his Tour to the 
Hebrides with Dr. Johnson, i. 317.— ^postscript; the Doctor'^ 
opinion of his literary powers, 331. Compared with Mr. Bruce, 
ii. 349-50, 37 3i Designs to write the life of sir Joshua Reynolds^ 
ir. 210. See also i. 306, ii. 205*6, iii. 43 ; and Bossy. 
BoUaiy^My, i. 437.* 

Boogier the antiquarian, ii. 140-1, 270 & note, 301. 
Boyde//, Mr. ii. 131,344. 
Boyi and girli, ode for them, on lore, ir. 31. 
fiotzy and Pioai» a town eclogue, i. 335. 
BraAosi, Mr. r. 1 83. 
'Brihay, inquiry concerning, r. 225 to 230. Its reeommendationS| 

f . 402. See also Hmron, 
Brick^mker and king, story of, i. 431. 
^ridegrwm on the night before his wedding, simile of, ii. 96. 
Brirf$ read in churches, parties benefited by them, i 235. 
frighton, ir. 386. Future duchess of, r. 179. 
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BriiiA Critic, ito hostiiity to Peter, W. 338. See alsa iiL 406 note, 
iv. 383, ▼. 229 note, 280, 300, 301. 

British Museum, v. 289, 302, 308 note* 

Brodum, Dr. t. 138. 

Bro(^ OTercoming trifling obstructions, simile of, ▼• 401. 

Brodt Watson, lord -mayor, iii. 445, iv. 417. 

Brother Peter to Brother Tom, i. 499. 

Bruce (Mr.), complimentary Epistle to him, iL 347. Ode to^himy 
373. See also iv. 10. 

Brudenell (lord), his treachery to the prince, ii. 121, 339. His 
amorous contest, and defeat, 148. Lord Brudenell and the Eu- 
nuch, a Ule, 153. See also i. 395, 507, ii. 208, 243, 260, 417, 
487, iii. 13, 298, 300, 350, 400, 430, ?• 321; and CordigtM. 

Brunswick, prince of, ii. 120. 

Bryant, Mr. i. 5 1 . 

Bubble and squeak, simile of, i. ] 92-3. 

Bulk, its recommendations, i. Q6. But not in men nor womeiv >▼• 
82, i. 443. 

Bull breaking loose while baited, simile of, ?. 400. 

Bulkr, judge, ii. 96, iii. 71, 202, 289, 300, 347, 400, 426, 430, it. 
6j 120, 322. Fable of his wig and Mrs. Robinson's haadker* 
chief, iii. 105. Ode to him, i?. 147. Skatch of him, 209. 

Bulkr, dean, i. 264 note, 265 to 267, iii. 472, 474. 

Bullocks, the Royal, an elegy, ii. 512. See also Harse^hemmu. 

Bulse, the famous diamond one, i. 214, ii. 18, 1^. 

Buonaparte, invitation to, t. 187. Would favowr Pieter, 248« Sae 
also iii. 497, t. 390, 403. 

Burdett, ?. 241-2-3, 388. See also Middlesex. 

Burgoyne, general, i. 309. 

Burgundy (duke of), his advice to a poet, i. 440. 

Burke (Mr.), odeii te^ i. 412, iii. 35. His exploiu against Hastings 
i. 409-10. His plan of reform, 178. Hit latter sentimeota of 
kings, ii. 392. See also i. 190, 343, ii. 217, iiL 307, it. 41. 

Burnet, mayor of Exeter, iiL 470, 481. 

Burmy, Dr. i. 414-15. 

fiiinugf (miss), her novali^ L 195« 
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Bute, lord, ii. 1 10. 

Buiier the poet, r. 247. 

BtUtcrfly sporting, ill. 223. Address to, iv. 232. Ode to, 237. 

Buxom. Nanny, i. 189. 
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Cadogan, lady, W. 321. 
Caermarthen, lord, i. 13]. 
Calchas, i. 533. 
i^aligula, ill. 246. 

€kunden*iown, nest of new apostles there, ▼• 404 oote. 
Camel mod monkey, simile of, iii. 42*3. 

Canary islands, ii. 361. • 

Candle, address to, iii. 191. Simile of, tt, 330. 
Canning (Mr.), first brought forward as a prodigy, iii. 493 note, ir. 
333. Probably the author of the poerile letter to Boonaparte, ir. 
337. National proTision made for his relations, ir, 360, 47 N2, 
T. 171 to 178, 215, 227. Hisserrices in theaffitir of Pitt's statue^ 
iT. 492, T. 173. His marriage, r. 174. Talks Latin and Greek 
to the foreign ambassadors, v. 393. See also iii. 488, iy. 339, 
377, 524v T. 162, 317, 343. 
Canning, Bet, iii. 187. 

Connie (king) and iis nobles, a tale, L 467. 
Card-parties, royal, ii. 498.- 
Cardigan, lord, ii. 465, iii. 59, 122, ir. 397, ▼.119, 182. See also 

Brudeneli. 
Carey, Mrs. ▼• 397. 

Carlide, lord, i. 7. His fits of poetical inspiration, ir. 409-10. 
CarUan-hoiue, I 401, ▼• 167. Carlton- House Ftte, r. 407. 
CaroUne, queen, i. 197 note. 
Carpenicr, general, i. 504, iii. 355 to 357. 
Cartwright, major, r. 274. 

Caukrtagh (lord), r. 393. A great (arourtte in Ireland, 387. 
Cat transformed, (able of, iii. 458. Similes of a cat with her kittens. 
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i. 446-7, iv. 289.— of a cat and singing-bird, ii. 218-^— of c. 

mousing, t. 266. 
tat'spato, fable of, i^. 855. 
Cats contrasted with dogs, iv. 22. Ode to eight belongtng^ to a J?? 

ii. 174. 
tUUerpillar in its changes, similes of, ii. 260, iii. 280* 
Catharine, empress, i. 96, 254, 442, ii. 249. 
Cathcart, lady, iii. 3il4. 
tkuo, his reproof of the augurs, iii. 254. Borrowed the wires aed 

daughters of hid friends, iv. 320. 
tkutle and murrain^ story of, iv. 208-9. 
tkuton (Mr.), character of his pictures, i. 37. 
CatuUua quoted and translated, ii. 329* 

CeciHa (St.), iv. 223. Odf s tOk iii. 90> t. 1 22. InTOcatiotn to^ it. 1 60. 
Cedar, simile of, iii. 463. 
Celebration, an ode, iii. 269. 
Cfilia, ode to, iii. 180. 
Cerona, marquis of, excessively fat, i. 25. 
Cervantes, v. 247 « 
Qervetti the musician, t. 419. 

Chamberlin (Mr. M^son), character of his portraits, i. 20: 
Chambermaid and flea, simile of, iii. 176; 
0iambers (sir William), addressed on the election of Royal Aca« 

demicians, i. 82, 85. Ode to him on his buildings, 121. See also 

i. 16, 134, 248. 264, ii. 134^5, 403, 534, iii. 341 note. 
Chapman (Dr.], his thesis, ii. 203. 
Charies IL^ i. 476, v. 247. A saying of his, v. 244. 
Charles XIL, i. 199, iii. 64. 
Charlotte, lines to heron new-year's day, iv. 22 K 
Chartres, duke of, i. 61. 
Chastity cannot stand against love, ii. 528; 
Cltatham, first earl of, iii. 500-1, iv. 486-7, v. 274. Present earl of, 

iii. 400, v. 227.— how created F.R.S., ii. 60 note. 
H^tterton, i. 50. 
Cheerfulness, and not melancholy, acceptable to heaven, ii. 247-$| 

414v iii. 370. 
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ChctrUstty, political, iv. 374. 

Chesterfield, late earl of, ii. 408, iii. 42. Present earl of, iii. 307, 

327. 
^ Chinm^'Sweeping, ingenioas inTention for, t. 143 note. 
China views described, y. 424. 
Chloe, lines to, ii. 320, 326, iii. 190, W. 52, 103, 197, 205. Epigram 

to, T. 325. 
Choleric character, ode on, iy. 213. 
t Cholmondtiy, lord, i. 509. 

€^arist€ra in a cathedral, i?. 292. 

€)hritiie the auctioneer, ii. 383, ▼. 403. 

Christina, queen, i. 125. 

Churchill, ii. 235, ¥.314. 

Churchwardens feasting on children, iii. 89.— tale on this subject, 

110. 
Cibber, CoUey, i. 90. 
Civil list, its deficiencies, i. 196 note, ii. 530, t. 421. Its Aebts paid, 

iii. 418. See also More Monty I throughout. 
Civil wars, a misnomer, ii. 475. 
Qarence, duke t>f, iii. 499. 
Claries, lady, i. 414. 
Oarke (Mrs.), Epistles to, t. 383, 395. 
Qaasics, similes on modem translations of them, iv. 6, 7. 
C/otfie, i.67, 116. 
Claoering, general, t. 386. 
Clive, lord, i. 215. 

Clouds, electric, similes of, ii. 394, y. 282. See also Sun. 
Coats withdrawn from the usual allowances at St. James's palace, r. 

398 note. 
Cock on a dunghill, simile of, i. 439. 
Cockatrice and bird, simile of, iii. 412. 
Coiman, parson ; ode on his portrait in the exhibition, ▼. 375. 
Coffte, ode to^ iy. 40. 

Cold'balk Fields prison, iy. 454, 460 to 462, y. 242. 
CoUuu^t poems, lines to a young lady with them, iy. 101. 
Go/oittti of Rhodes, i. 219« iii. 1 1. 
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Colquhoun, justice, iy. 425. ^ 

Onnbc, alderman, t. 389. 

Comndssions (military) given to children, r. 403. 

Common-councilman at a city-feast, ii. 409. 

Commons of England degraded at the fete at Carlton-housc^ ▼. 4:. 

13. 
Compassion, difierent sorts of, iii. 239. 
Complaint of Mirza, iv. 200. 
Concerts, royal, ii. 498. See also Sundmf, 
Conductors, question concerning the superiority of blunt or of potstoc 

ones, ii. 60 note, iii. 454 note. 
Cordons, count, i. 130. 
XJongrcvc's rockets v. 397. 
Conscience, invocation to, i. 21 1 to 216. 
Constancy praised, iv. 207. Song of, 141. See also Varieg^i 
Content described, i. 232-3, v. 268. 
ConoentioH'-biU, ode on, iii. 373. 
Conversion of the Jews attempted by a modern saint ; abd lines on 

this subject, v. 405 note. 
Cooks and scullions, their indignant resistance to the order for 

shaving them, i. 1 87 to 201. List of the unhappy sofierens is the 

execution of that sentence, 201-2. Their cotisultation in the 

larder, 226 to 234. Their petition, 235. See also ii. 391, 532. 

Peculiar cleanliness of French cooks, v. 390. 
topUy, Mr. i. 126, v. 375. 
Coquet, song to one, v. 331. 
Corinna, two characters, iv. 396 to 39S, v. 179. 
Corneilie, iv. 1 83. 
Cornwall (Mr.)» speaker, ii. 121. 
Corwwallis, lord, iii. 176. 
Comwallis (archbishop) allowed his wife to have rduts and canls on 

Sunday, ii. 21-2. 
Correggio, i. 101. Anecdote of some of his pictures, 55 note. 
Corruption and ordure produce objects of beauty, v. 402. 
Cory don and Delia, simile of, ii. 4U-I2. 
Cosway (Mr.), character of his pictures, i. 31*2, 63-4. 
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€>MrLO€iy (Mrs.), character of her pictures^ i. 31-2, 50, 75, 79. 
CouvUry hoyden, ode to one, iv. 120. 

Country squire on the ere of his marriage, ode to one, iv. 197. 
Goicr<efM^, Mr. i. 370. 

Oauriiers, their mannerB, ii. 14, 397 to 399, 411, iii. 254, iT. 343-4, 
▼• 118, 156. Their constancy, iii. 60-1. Simile concerning them, 
ii. 264. Compared to dancing dogs, iii. 333. 
CourtawH, lord, iii. 332. 

Oauruhip, difierent modes and specimens ofj iv. 107, 110, 115. 
Coitfis the king's banker, ii. 495, v. 235. 
Cowper, T. 247. 

Cox and Greenwood, army*agents, v. 423. 
Credulity, simile on, iy. 362. 
Crickeit, v. 70. 
. Oim. cotL, on the practice of giring ezcessiTe damages for, iv. 217 
to 219. See also Lord Auckland's Triumph, 299. 
CWlict, address to, iT. 13, 14. See also Beviewen* 
Crossdill the musician* t. 419. 
Oowf (young ones) and young wrens^ fable of, t. 111. 
Cuckold, a complaisant and prudent one, t. 412. 
Cuckoldom, state of, described, ii. 402-3. Downfall of cuckoldom, 

iv. 306 to 308, 318 to 323. 
OmberUmd, duchess of, iii. 299, 300. 
CumberUmd (Mr.), his plays, i. 195. 
Qmnnngs (Mr.), his time-piece, i. 196 note. 
Qaming a pretty tutor for kings, iii. 177. 
Cur begging a smile, simile of, ii. 389. 
Curionty in Rags, t. 427. 
Curll the bookseller, i. 330 note. 
Curtis, lord-mayor, iii. 426, 429. 
Cutler, sir John, it. 365. 

Cynthia, lines to, i. 112, ii. 9, it. 98, 221. InfiUtion to, it. 21. 
Address to, 75. Songs to, i. 159, it. 130. Elegy to, r. 292. 
(Me to Cynthia in town, 117. 
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Daisy, lines to, t. d7. Simile of one planted by a child, i. 516.— 
of one on a mountain, ii. 27 1. 

Darner, Mrs. ii. 23, i?. 505 note. 

Dance, Mr. i. 96. 

Dandelion, iv. 385, 389. 

Daphne, or the song of the shepherdesit. It. 1 17» 

Darwin, Dr. v. 361. 

Dauphin, how disposed of in the rerolution, iii. 248 to 250. 

Daxdd, king, i. 179, ii. 421, iii. 52^ iv. 189^ 217, 329, t. 304, 380, 
406. — and Uriah, i. 457. 

Daoies, Dr. iii. 353 note. 

Dead folks invited to an entertainment, y. 414. 

Delia, songs to, i. 160, ii. 177. Lines to, ii. 325, iy. 121. A pas- 
toral elegy, iy. 175. 

Delicacy, apostrophe to, y. 390. 

DeWle the poet, odes to, iv. 81, ^5, 92. 

Democrat, hint to a poor one, iii. 363. 

Denbigh, lord, i. 483. 

Dennis, Si.1 61, 163. 

D'Eon, miss, i. 443, iii. 1 87. 

Devil, his humour, ii. 158. Ode to him, 159; Some lords in anemn 
with him, iii. 60. 

Devonshire, duchess of, i. 158. Petition to Time in her fayonr, iu 
189. 

Devonshire dialect, poems in, iii. 465 to 483, iy. 107, 429 to 495. 

Devonshire Hob's love, iy. 107. 

Dexo'drops, simile of, y. 343. 

Diamond-pin and farthing-candle, a fable, iii. 262. 

Dick (sir John), knighted for his skill in making cront, i. 306, 509, 
ii. 122, 209, 243. 

Dinah, or my lady's housekeeper, a tale, iy. 186. 

Dinner of the Royal Academicians, account of, i. 129 to 135. 

Dinners, experimental, v. 137 note, 144 note. 
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I>i*apponiliitau, tong of, it. 347. 

Discord, description of, i. 250 to 253.— of her cave, 252 to 254. 
Diuinctneu in painting, i. OC-7. 
I>ocior», Ule of, iv. 362. 

Dodd (Dr.), itory concerning hit execution, iii. 290. 
Dogt contruted with caU, it. 22. The old ihepherd'a dog, ■ talc, 
23. They dr«ant, *. 71. Simile of dogs and aballigaUM-, ii. 244. 
—of ft Newfoundland d^ and a puppy> i. 405. 
Z>of6eR, air William, iii. 367. 
Dolphin and shark, simile of, t. 34. 
Domitian, ii. 404, iii. 405. 
IXmiiAonie (Mr.], elegy to,T. 2A4. 

Drake, nir Francis; some acconnt oflbit karght, contratUd with hi* 
great namesake, i. 223 to 226. His office at court, ii. 4SS. Se« 
also i. 301 note, iii. 122. 
J>Takt, Mr v. 200, 227 note, 27fi. 
DreoNw, indulgent, i. S47'8. 
Dreu (female), various remarks on, it. 311, t. 3i. 
Dndd Ayma to the San, iv. 51. 
Dnmkemeu personi&ed, ji. 455, 472. 
Dryimdcr, Jonas, ii. 59 note, 2SI-2, iv. 237, t. 145. 
Diydoh't' 122. T. 240. 

Duhoat (Mr.), painter, address to him, t. S72. 
OwAtu (old), simile of one, i. I55i 
ThoMjiUng ip the pot, simile of one. i. 1 84. 
Duncan, lady Mary, i. 407.8, ii. 354, iii. 201, 303, iv. 0, SOT. 
IhoKoitnoH, lady, i. 158. 

VandoM, Mr. i. 410, ii. 1 1 1 note, 340, iii 320, 301, 323, 330, 343, 
364, 375-6, 3S7, 301, 400, 418-19. 421, 427, 432, 439, +44, 
401, 4B8, 490, 492, 500, iv. 231, 350. Goea drunk to the bonte 
of commons with Pitt, iii. 302 note. Ode to him oa his retreak 
from power, iT. 375. See also Mehille (lord), 
Dmtdiu (sir DaTid) succeeds the duke of York ai commander in 

chief, *. 397. Resigns again to the dake, 41 1, 424. 
DmUm, St. i. 170, iii. 203. 
Daj^iiy, or the bishop of old, « tale, ir. 284. See also 200. 
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DMrkam (bishop of) and his lady^ their remarics at the 

302, T. 52. 
Dmickpoei, a great one, i. 66. 
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Eagle slightly woanded^ simile of, r. 400. 

Earthquake at Jamaica, simile of, ii. 449. 

Economy, its proper limits, iL 190. 

Eden, Mr. ii. 40, 97. See also Auckland. 

EdgeamA, master, ii. $55, See also MomU Edgecum^. 

Eel and oook-maid, story of, iii. 178. 

E^ and bacon frying, simile of, ?. 61. 

EglmUnm, lord, i. 262. 

Egotism defended on authority, iii. 139 to 141. 

EkUm, loid, iy. 510, y. 189, 220 note, 259, 335, 41 1. Portrait of 

him, T. 282-3. 
Elegy on the death of a musical friend, it. 160. LoTe-eleg^ies, ▼. 3 

to 16, 2], 23. Political elegies, see Tristia throughout See also 

Carlton^houMe Fkt. 
Elephant presented by the nabob of Arcot to our queen, and relumed 

on his hands, iii. 320. Ode to it, 365. 
Elizabeth (queen), her behaviour to her parliament, iii. 446 to 448. 

Ballads supposed to be written by her, t. 85, 93. See also ▼• 

98,105,110. 
Elizabeth, princess, iii. 306, ▼. 57. 
EUenborough, lord, y. 282. 
Elwtt, Mr. iy. 365. 
Enea» and Dido, ii. 396, iy. 99, 100. 
England a milch-oow in the hands of Pitt, iii. 298. 
Eranus, iii. 1 40. 

Envy and jealousy prevalent among the Royal Academicians, t. 

150-1, 101. 
Epicure contemplating a haunch, ▼•410. 
Epigrams, iii. 190-1, 328 note^ iy. 138. 
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Epitaphs, ir. \25, 212, 398. One propoied for Peten ▼• 249. 
Equaiiijft strange changes that it woold produce aboat courts, i. 23 S» 

4., 297. 
Erskine, ii. 89, iii. 46. Elegy to him, t. 259. 
Eicn coiiege^ king's visits to, ii. 530. 
Euripides, elegy on his grave, it. 126. 
Evening personified, iii. 98^ iv. 391. 
Excise, ii. 339. Its cause, 316. 
£zcifefiiaii, story of one, i. 193. 

Exeter, Royal Visit to, iii. 405. See alto u 264 note, iL 350. 
Exeter, lord, i. 408, 506. 
Exhibition, criticisms of some ladles at, i. 40-1. Condition of paint? 

ers in, 99, 100. 
ExpashtiatcTy Odes ton Great Doke and • Little Lord, ii« 21 3. 
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Fair toeatker prayed for, iii. 277. 

Fairfax (Edward), ballad supposed to be written by him, v. 105. 
Fairiei, their address to some ladies of Cornwall, ir. 2SK>. 
Palam, simile of, iii. 340. 
Falling Mmisier, Epistle to one, ii. 105. 

Fame, general eagerness for, i. 62. Should be courted but not ra- 
vished, 152. True distinguished from false, iL 62. The path to 
the temple of Fame is difficult, 371, 486. 

FoMiicitm, its prevalence, v. 403. 

ExreweU odes for 1786, i. 123. 

Farmed t blunder on being presented to the king, iii. 478. 

Fanem Hereniei, cast of, ii. 535 note* 

FvqiJtar, sir Walter, iv. 474, 484. 

Rukim characterised, i. 37-8. 

Foiii, how kepi by the dignified clergy, iii. 371. Their efficacy, 
and proper nature, 406. 

Foi, iti inconveniencesb i. 23 to 20. 
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Faj^te, ii. 392. 

Feather of the angel Gabriers wing, i. 9S. 

Finch, lady Charlotte, v. 288-9, 398. 

Fish, ballad to one, v. 106. 

Fuhes, the king delighted with a draught of some, iii. 334. 

FUzherbert, Mrs. ii. 108 note, ▼. 179, 425. 

Fitzjames, duke, i. 130. 

Flattery, iv. 259. Peter disclaims it, i. 44. Is the road to fortune^ 

99. Contrasted with fair praise, 389 to 391. lu proper limits, 

ii. 237. Short-lived in comparison with truth, 259. Stomach of 

kings for it, 393. Ode on, iv. 41. 
Fkiu of Teneriffe, elegy to, iii. 169. 
Flies, lines to two drunken ones, iii. 167, iv. 410. 
FlirUs; invention of flaying them, and turning them to jelly, t. 135. 
Fog and Cesar, a tale, iii. 355. 
Folkstone, lord, v. 388. 
Foote, i. 346. 
Fortescue, lord, i. 414. 
Fortune, lines to, ii. 314, 326. Peter's toilsome but fmitless search 

for her, t. 284. 
Fox, Mr. i. 108, 177, 190, iii. 297, 392, 506, iv. 447-8, 466, 523, v. 

172, 241, 243, 252, 335. His libeUbill, iii. 52. Elegy to him, 

y. 273. 
Fox bagged, simile of one, ii. 373-4. 
Frail beauties, Peter's tenderness for them, iy. 270, y. 59, 155-0. 

Obliged to pay fees for practising, iv. 372. 
France, iv. 396. See also French. 
Francis, a new apostle, v. 404 note. 
Franklin, Dr. ii. 60 note, iii 454 note. 
Frederic the Great, i. 441. 
French, their modern sentiments of kings, ii. 407, 392, iii. 18. Their 

revolutionary proceedings, ii. 424, 442, 455, 474, 477-8, iii. 146. 

1 48 to 1 50, 248 to 250, 329, iv. 92^. Ode to them on these sub- 
jectsp iii 351. Their national character, ii. 456 to 458, iy. S4-5, 

83-4. Their conduct in retreats, iv. 47 1. French liberty, 86-7. 

French taste; ode on it, 183. French painting, i. 106.7, 
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Frey, a modern lunt ; lines on his enterprue of coofortiag Jewt to 

chrirtianity, v. 403 note, 
Vriemd in dngrtce, linei to OM, \i. 327. 
Friendthip, bmllad on, t. 115. 
JProgaton, iii. 904. Economy tben, i. 303. Frogoiore Fftte, to oda 

for niiiaic, iii. 306. 
Froga and boys, Able of, 1. 7S. Frogs and Jupiter, iii. 258. 
Rro*t, the king's bailiB; iii. 329-30. 
Froih (lord), and his dog Faddle, ir. 503 to 503. 
Fnutfitl w\ft, story of one, ii. 105 to 198. 

Futeli (Mr.), his character aa t painter, v. 3Si. His abnie of Opie, 
358. See alio 2S1, 303. 



Gaiiubom^h (Mr.), examinaiion of some of his pictures, i. 33, SS, 

75. SeealM)515, IT. 3S3. 
GaUoKoy (lord), tonu off his Uylor, and why, ii. 122. 
Qaiba, translation from, iv. 84. 
QaikbUr, atary of an insoWent one. It. 525. 
OtMii/ing uiiva, how they pay their debts of honour, it, 322-3. 
GaJM>/aicj, T. 5S. 

Gardaun of Windsor, a tale, ii. 531. See alto 497. 
Camel, Dr. t. 132. 

Garrard (Mr.), painter ; advice to bin, T. SW- 
Qarruk, i. 9. Story of him. 154. 
Oan>9,Mr. i. 80. 126. 

Omv, lines oo, i*. 101. Peter's uniTertal reTerence of it, ii. 262- 

3. Apostrophe to, y. 2B 1. Its poverty, L 52. See also t. 120. 

Qmhnam't Magaatu, ii. 260, 267 to 273, 287 to 204i 298 to 301, 

400, T. 307. 
OMT^e ;;., i. 90, 106 note. 

6eniu» baid, story of one brought to England, L 510^ 
GiUet of a malefactor in chains, simile of, iii. 307. 
aiUi (lir Vmigm"), attomey-gencral, r. 41 1. 
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Gidion (lir Sanwon), and his lady and daaghten« i. 3d3«4. 
Giffbrd, his history, character, and present honourable employ, iii 

493 note, ▼. 59. More on this subject. It. 331 to 333. See ala» 

iii. 497 note, ir. 524, ▼. 281, 303, 315. 
€^ingerbread exhibitions of appropriate subjects, suggested for i 

celebrated entertainment, t« 423. 
Glass, lines on one, v, 86. 
Gloucester, duke and duchess of, ii. 145, 208, 303: 158, 431, liL 

300: i. 181. 
GloW'Vform, ii. 375. Ode to, 375. Lines with the gift of one, t. 

loa. 

Gold, mischiefs of its discovery, ▼. 309. 

Crood Friday, a tale, iv. 59. 

Goose in a lane, simile of, ii. 226. 

' Goosy, goosy, gander,' air of, t. 317. 

Gordon, duchess of, iii. 502. 

Gordon, lord George, L 60 note, 253, 257, iL 440, 443. 

Goitingen, the king's favourite university for his sons, i. 213, iL 5Sl, 

iii. 177, 361. 
Gough the antiquarian, ii. 267, 292, 299, iv. 242. Elegy to bim, v. 

306. 
Graham, Dr. v. 140. 
Graham, a new apostle, v. 404 note. 
Grasshoppers excommunicated by a popish bishop, ii. 81. 
Gratitude compared to a pine*apple, iii. 441. 
Great Cry and Little Wool, v. 159. 
Ch'eat mm are supported by the people, tii. 31 to 33. Their ml 

characters are mistaken by the mob, 232 to 235, 354. RevarcDce 

due to greatness, ii. 399, 400. It attracts envy and rkliGiiIe; 

428-9. 
6?r«iw7fe (Mr., now lord), ii. 1^4, 338, iii. 308, 400, 403, ir. %59, 

47 1, V. 223, 228. Elegy to him, ▼. 250. 
Gretna Green marriages, iv. 240- 1, 
Grey de Wilton, lord, iii. 86. 
Grirf, ballad of, v. 89. 
Grose, judge, r, 225 to 230. 
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Grasvenor, earl of, iii. 493, 494 note, W. 307, 332. 

Gudgeons (boiled) intended to imitate living gold-fish, t. 421. 

Gtii€lo, i. 146, 155. 

Guiliaiine, hymn to, iv. 16. 

Guiis, method of catching these birds, i. 59. Simile of a gull in a 

storm, ii. 242 .of a tame one, 423. 

Gwymte, colonel, iii. 333, iv, 458. 



H. 

Hahakkuk, ii. 358, y. 248. 
Haggcrdom, madame, i. 256. 

Hair Powder, a plaintive Epistle to Mr. Pitt, iii. 283. See also 323. 
Hamilton (sir William), his present to sir Joseph Banks^ ii. 66 note. 
His antiquarian manafactures, 66-7. Lyric epistle to him, iii. 
185. See also ii. 304, iv. 6. 
Hamlin the tinman. Epistle from him, ▼. 21 1. His death and epi- 
taph, 256 to 258. 
Hampden, lord, i. 414, 509. 
Handel, i. 514, iv. 249. Anecdote of him, i. 419. 
Hanger, colonel, y. 416. 
Happiness depends on the will, ii. 414-15. 
Harantrt, lord, ii. 243. His project for feeding the king's cattle on 

horse-chesnuts (see Hcrwc'Ckemuu), 340. 
Harcourt, lady, i. 483. 
Hardi»ige, Mr. ii. 227. 
Hardy the shoemaker, iii. 504. 
Hare in the snow, simile of, iii. 389-90. 
Harrington (miss), lines on, iy. 216. 

HasHnp, Mr. i. 343, 409, 412, ii. 19, 217, iv. 41, y. 129 note. 
Hastings, Mrs. ii. 342. 

Hasty pudding, operation of taking one by siege, y. 141 note. 
Hams, parson, iy. 324. 
Ha\ske, admiral, i. 130. 

Howibdftury, old lord, ii. 208, 259, 303, 390, 417, 487, 495, 506, iii. 
30, 43, 59, 298, 300, 308 note, 347, 355, 387, 400, 427, iy. 227, 
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2«. Tale dedicated to him, iii. 68. Se« al«» ExpoitMlaU^Oe. 

JtnUiuom, and tieapool. \ 

HiKktdmTy, young lord, ode to him, it. 3*8. Writes in a»pat I 

T. 55. See also iii. 488, iv. 377, *. 393. 
Hawkauorth, Dr. ii. 65 note. ' 

Haurkiag, ballad oo, ir. 201. j 

Hauikiia, sir John, i. 329 note, 342. '■ 

Ht^ley, Mr. ii. 245, 260 note, 276, 287, 299. 333. iii. MS. Cbi j 

racter of bis rhymes, ii. 258, 267. 
Headt, odes to some in the exhibition, t. 373. 
WaUh, ode to, iv. 202. 
Heard, sir Isaac, iii. 400, iv. 358. 
Hekr, Mr. i. 33. 
Hi^dea, Dr. t. 165. 
Htctie, story of one and bh wife, ii. 419. 
Hedge- tparrmo, ode to one nursing a young cttckoo, ir. 63. 
Htdgekogs, ^ble of, iv. 365. 

Helen, ode on her portrait, t. 376. Ijnes to Helen in tom K? 
Hell broken loose, ii. 44-1. 
Hen with one chick, simile of, i. 510-17. S'uaik of i" ^ 

chickens, It. 523. 
Heron on the sea-shore, simile of, ii. 426. 
HencheU (Dr.), his glass, and the king's speculatiwu tni jw? 

throogh it, i. 210, 307, The doctor's utronomicsl diK«T«» 

ii. fi7 to 69. 
Hilario, his vicissitudes, r. 253-4. 
Hill, sir Richard, iii. 367 -S. See also Btndmd. 
Hoban, Mrs. i. 106. 
Hodge*. Mn.ir. 321. 

HodteU (Mr,), onianients in his kitchen -garden, ii. 143. 
Hog^ the bookseller, iv. 322. 
Holderneue, lady, iii. 312 note, 33B. 

Holland, the second lord, iii. 297 nott. i 

Holland, Mr. 1. 401 note. 
Homer, ii. 34, v. 246. His free.liim in recording the mnlial >*• , 

ofibe gods. i. a68.9. Traiulaiion from his hymn,, iii. »* 
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Hone (Mr. Nathan), character of his portraita, i. 4«. His death 

Istmented, 103. 
ZfbfiesQr, limito to its efficacy ; and story on this subject, it. 480 to 



JJoiiotir, its inconsistency, t. 191. 
Bape, T. 250. 
Mope, Mr. t. 372 note. 

Mcroee quoted, and translated, i. 1, 27, 203, 383, 449, ii. 77, 347, 
445, 460, iii. 62, 140, 317, 373, 383, 437, iv. 1, 253, t. 201, 231, 
245, 347, 422. ImiUtion of, ii. 1 15. 
Horror, images of, i. 177 to 183. 
Horrors of Bribery, r. 21 1. — postscript, 225. 
Horwe^kenmis, the kmg's experiment of fattening his cattle on them, 

ii. 240, 340. Elegy on this subject, 512. 
HorsUy, Dr. ii. 53, iii. 41 1 note. 
Hapiiali^ and benevolence rarely united, v. 398. 
Hotham (admiral), ode to him, iv. 231. 
Hound giving his tongue, simile of, v. 388. 
Hamte, Sam, i. 180. 
Hoy: see Tala (iv. 379). 
HwMe beginnings necessary in the progress to excellence, i. 19, 

20. 
jEfwi^, royal, iii. 1 56, 
Hnmer, John, ii. dO, 70 note. 
Huntington, the coal-heaver and saint, v. 405 note. 
Hurricane expected, i. 296. 

&Hbmd$, smile on some promoted by love, ii. 450. A complaisant 

and prudent one, v. 412. 
Htaton, Dr. ii. 53. 
Hymen, odes to, ii. 418, iv. 327. 

I. 

Inhif, Mrs. iii. 338. 

hcledon, iii. 309, iv. 163, v. 272. 

hicomtmcy, apology for, iv. 225. Lines on an inconstant, v. 91, 

328. 
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Incurious country-Ias.scs, story of some, i. 41. 

Independence, apostrophe to, v. 268. 

India, progress of young adventurers at, iii. 291. Famine in, 20. 

A motive for our military exploits there, 498. 
Informers, iii. 501. Odes to one, 420, 423. 
Innocence, ode to, iii. 222. Contrasted with guilt, 1 84. The Island 

of Innocence, v. 147. 
Inquisitivenen recommended, i. 491 to 493. 
Ins and outs, odes to, iv. 341. 
Invitations sent to dead folks, ▼.414. 
Irony, ode to, iii. 39. 
Isaiah, bis satire, liL 489, ▼• 304. 

J. 

. Jackson (Dr.}> story of his disappointment, iv. 249-50. 
Jails a sort of purgatory to poets in their road to fame, i. 208. See 

also Prisons. 
James L, his sentiment on the itch, ii. 384. 
Jealous the thief-taker. See Townsend, 
Jealousy, ode to, iv. 68. 
Jenkinson, ii. 1 10,339, iii. 41 8, 432,439, 444, 461, iT.357-8, ▼.273- 

See also Hawkesbmy (old), Expostulatory odes, and Liverpool. 
Jenny's complaint, iv. 25. 

Jeremiad addressed to George Rose, iii. 460, 462. 
Jessica, elegy on, v. 329. 
Jewess and her son, a tale, ii. 191* 
Jews in St. Paul's church-yard, i. 389. Lines on the enterprise 

of a modern saint, of converting the Jews to Christianity, t. 40S 

note. 
Joan qf Naples, anecdote of her, iv. 414. 
Job and Satan, ii. 243. 
John and Joan, a tale, iii. 450. 
JoAnton (Dr.), anecdote of him, iii. 410note. His loyalty, i. 361 note. 

See also i. 9, 76, 183, 306,326 note, 493 note, ii. 265, 268, $66, 

iii. 42, 273, iv. 3, 210-1 1, 282, ▼. 230, 297, 365; and Botwett, 

and Bozzy, throughout. 
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Jonea (widow), her auccMifiil contnt with the king, i. *26 (o *29. 

Jotqth and Potiphar*! wife. t. 285, 306. 

JiMlet of the jeu ISW, t. 4O0. 

Judge, poitnut of an iniiuiioii) one, i*. 147 Ut 150. 

Julia, or the Victim of Love, t. 3 to 24. 

JtmtKt, ii. 2S5. 

Jttrymeit, ode to, iiL 427,. 

jNvraa/ quoted, and traiuUted, i. 100, ii.213, iii. 1, iv. 302, v. 21 1. 



l^t^mgi chaniu, v. 428. 

Kaietfilto, I. 61, ii. 367, f. 131. 

JEM^an (Angelica), character of her pictares, i. 39. 

Keanky, Peter's original pablicher, ii. 359, S80. 

Kembte, Mr. 1. 479. 

Katyom, loid-chief-JMlice, iii. 71, 202, 288. 420, it. », 218-19, 

T. 220 note. 
l^pel (bidiop), anecdote of faim, t. 41. 
Kim Long, emperor of China, odea to. iii. 1 37. Hi» panegyric on 

tea, ir. 36-7. See alio iii. 3 1 2 note, ». 420. 
Xing, hii taite for painting, i. 90, 515 to 5 17. — (or muiic, 252, 393, 
990, 514. Hif treatment of the empren of Ruuia's application 
for hu portrait hy Reynoldi, SO. Simile on hi* conversation, 
221. HiiGonteatwith Wilkes, 240.— with the widow Jonei, 420 
to 429. Walk* through Henchell's telescope. 307. Hii know- 
ledge of minute things, 325, 450, 5tS-l9, 531-2. Hi* inter- 
view with Dr.Johnaon, i. 320 note. His commnnicalireneH, 320. 
His tender heart, S58. His generosity to madame Mara and 
Mr*. SiddoDi, 396 to 399. Hi* instruction* to Pitt, 4O0.t. 
Forbids oratorios at Drury-lane, 424-5. Subscribe* to a concert, 
420 note. Hi* husbandry, 434, ii. 334, 413, 495-0, 533, iii. S5,- 
154, 330,332, 340. Hii religion, i. 436-9, 505. His fondness 
tat Peter'* »eraei, 4fl4, iii. 172 note, iL 487.— »lll nut hav,- Niin 
prosecuted, in. 44-5. — ode on this subject, 59. His exploits m 
reriewi, i. 475-0, ii. 354, 534. Contrasted «iih Charles the 
Second, i. 470. His virtues too exalted for Peter'* sight, 477. 
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Hxi fortitude in hitf son's illness,. 478-9. Loves mme wrtm, 4SC 

His visit to Whitbread's brewhoose, i-SO to 496.-^-lbis Tint gobd- 

mended, 498. Offended at his cooks' weariag scraldi-vigs lilre 

his own, 511-12. Binds bpoks, and sends his old doches abivad 

to his relations^ 519-20. Threatens to set ofi* for Hanorar witi 

his money, 521. Orders his iaureat to be more modetaie ie 

praising him, 529-SO. His poverty, ii. 17 to 20, 147, 431, m, 

162. Is somewhat reformed by Peter, ii. 49 note. Kec^ sc 

company that dares be wiser than himself, 56. Interferes m a 

philosophical dispute, 60 note. His usual questions to sir Joseph 

Banks, 6S. Peter's attachment to him, 218-19, i. 512-13. PMer 

praises him for one thing, ii. 226. Watches the queen's diamond 

petticoat all night, 354, 503 note. Examples of his huoMMS, S55 

note, iii. 330, i. 307. His patronage of genius and ttue aits» 

ii. 344-5, 394, 404, 417, 425, 501-2, iii. 144, 278, 596 note. 

His tenderness toward the funds of the Royal Academy, iiL 273- 

4. His generosity, bounty, &c. ii, 433, 495, 524, iii. 157 ts 

1 60, 236, 29 1 -2, 334 to 337, 339, 366, 480. His visit to Ssikbary 

cathedral, ii. 480 to 482.-^to Wilton-house, 483. His Tiate to 

Eton college, 530. Epigram on the stone thrown at him, iii. 190. 

Performs a minuet with dancing dogs, iii. 19 note. Ode to bim 

on Pitt's retreat from administration, iv. 345 (see also 488, 507, 

368-9). His electioneering, 451-2. His illness in 1802, v. 165 

&c. 189. Elegies to him, 237, 241, 245. Story of the king and 

the brickmaker, i. 431. — of the king and the apple-dumpUng^ 

458. — of the royal sheep, ii. 25. — of the king and parson Yoong; 

3 1.— of Solomon and the mouse-trap, 1 82. — of Cesar and the fog, 

iii. 355. See also i. 45, 100, 108, 361 note, 445, ii. 244^, 266, 

075, 363, 369, 370, 392, 434-5, 521 to 5i5, iii. 36, 50, 128, 

130 note. 187, 300, 315 note, 352, 395, iv. 395, 437 noi^ 464, 

V. 43, 131, 223, 381, 406: and throughout the articles Loanad, 

More mon^. Royal tour. Royal visit, and Tears <if St. Mefgaret; 

and Mill, Presents, Sfeel-traps, and Toumsend* 

King qf France, anecdote of one, i. 465 6. Story of one and a lady, 
iv. 3 1 3.<^-of another and his confessor, 317-18. 

King qf Mosquitoes, dialogue between him aiid Peter, ii. 506 note. 
qfNapkSi his economy, ii. 334. 
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King qfPnusia, iii. 301 notJt, 347. 

King qf Sicily, story of one and a poet, ▼. 277-8. 

King qf Spain, i. 182*3. The king of Spain and the hone, % tale, 

ii. 150. 
Songs not more than common men, i. 196 to 198, ▼. 392. Their glut- 
tonous appetite for praise, i. 388, ii. 393. Peter's former and pre- 
sent sentimento of them, iL 239 to24'l, 246-7, lii. 354-5, 357, 
▼• 1 18-19 ; (see also i. 460 to 462, ii. 408, 450 to 452, iii. 68, 147, 
295-6, 347.)' French sentimento of them, ii. 392, 407, iii. 18. 
Peter must ha?e them, i. 454 to 457, 532, iiL 321. They should 
be spoken of freely, ii. 224. Are not to be compared with iog^, 
2SI-2. Are fond of obedience, 389, 432. Their conduct to* 
ward poets, 469. Exalted ideas of royalty, entertained by little 
folks, ▼. 392. Apology for Kings, 480. Rights of Kings, 379. 
See also iVtiiest. 
MSu, anacreontics on one, it. 35, 67, 75. Song on kissing, iy. 22, 

Kisses are the food of love, y. 64. 
KUe beset by rooks, simile of, ii. 227. Simile of a kite and email 

birds, iii. 22.— ^f a paper kite, iv. 490. 
Knack in doing things, i. 142. 
JSi^gtte and rats, tale of, iv. 95. 
Skighi (Mr.), his character as a legislator^ man of taete, and poet, 

iii. 397 & note. See also ▼. 302. 
Knghihood declined by Peter above all things ii. 41. His eeti- 
mation of this honour, 407, 481-2. Its efiects, iii. 279*8a Elegy 
on its present disgraced state, ▼. 261 . 
Kotcmako reads Peter's works in prison. It. 281. 
Kyna$t<m (Mr.), of Leatherhead, i. 181 note. 



LacAtf^oit the bookseller, iv. 135. 

Ladiei, their criticisms at theeshibition, i. 40. Ode to the ladies of 

England, iv. 70. Woful picture of ladies in distress^ ▼. 427 to 

429. 
La^ who wished not to be admired, lines to one, iv. 181. 
£otf| L 64. Ode to, ii. 321. 
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Landlord, portrait of a jolly one, t. 26-7. 

Landscape-painters, adyice to them, ii. 137. 

Lane (Mr.), character of bis pictures, ▼. 562. 

Lontf the bookseller, ir. 135. 

Lap-dog and coachman, a tale, iv. 77. 

Larder, economy of tbe royal one, i. 226-7. 

Lark, ballad to, ▼. 1 09. 

Latin, its use in funeral sermons, iii. 54-5. 

Lauderdale, lord, iii. 130 note. 

Laughing, unfairness in, exposed, i. 113-H. 

Laura, lines to, ii. 10. A pastoral song, v. 332. 

Laurcat, his pitiable situation in the present reign, i. 1 ]0« it. 451-2L 

Directions for, i. 387 to 389. Instructions to a celebrated one, V] 1 . 

Advice to tbe future Laureat, ii. 329. 
Laurence (Mr.) recommended by the king, but rejected by tbeBoyal 

Academicians, ii. 381, 426, 432 note. 
Lauzun, count of, i. 130. 
Leather guns invented by tbe duke of Richmond, ii. 144 note, 

iii. 430. 
Leeds (duke of), description of his personal appearanccv iti. 87. 

Anecdote of bis conversation with Peter, and its resolt, iv. 245 

to 246. — Bong on this subject, 247. See also ii. 208, 259, SOS, 

540, 390, 417, 437, iii. 13, 45, 59, 85, 92, 300, iv. 227 ; and 

Expostulatory odes, throughout. 
Leg f^ mutton boiling, simile of, i. 283, 
Lennox, general, iii. 245 note. 
Leo X,, iii. 401. 
Lesage, v. 247. 

Lettsom (Dr.), his famous beets, ii. 72. 
Lever, sir Ashton, ii. 76. 
Lewis XIV,, i. 44-5. Died lousy, ii. 4 1 6. 
Lewis XVL, i. 61, ii. 423, iii. 201 note, iv. 94. 
Lewis XVIL See Dauphin, 
LrttfMXF/i/., iii. 442. 
Liberty t ballads in praise of, v. 96-7. 
Liberty's last Squeak, iti. 415. 
Library, Peter's described, v. 301 to 503. Royal libraries^ iii. 95-6, 
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lAf^t faymn to, it. 239. 
Xjightnif^, umile of, if. 510. 
J-irtnet caught by bird-lime, aifnile of on^ t. VT. 
XAon ship of war, i>de to, i*. 233. Lyric epiitle to, iii. ISZ. 
X^wcrpool, earl of, iii. 488, *. 110, 182, 260v See bIw Jmbiwcm, 

&nd Hawkabwry (old). 
livery of London, ode to, tii. 437. Thtir violence tn the mSair of 
Aln. Clarke and the duke of York, t. 389. Beprimanded on this 
Account, 301. 
Lixardi, how ihe queen'* are fed, ii. 488 note. 
LitMtdtm, acenes in ita atreeta, iii. 100, iv. 435. 
X^ttg. Cbarlea, iii. 488, ir. 330, 377. 
ZiOHfdo/t (lord), conmiaerattng Epbtle to, iii. I. Ode to him, on hii 

prosecuting Peter for ihat Epiitle aa a libel, 41. 
Z.orif, linea on • new-made one, iii. 191. Advantagei of tbia title, 

107. 
Ijord -mayor, transitory grandeur of this station, i. 308. 
Loretto. our Lady oF, >. 143, iii. 200, 208. 

Lovdad, Canto I., i. 109.— incident on which the poem ii founded, 
171. — argument, 173.— the aubject propoied, 175. — Srat appear- 
ance, and behaviour, of the louae, 176. — horror of the king at 
the li^ibt, 176. — hia exclamation, and ipeech to the queen 
and princessea, 183-4. — he interrogate! the pages 185. — 
behaviour of the queen, and of the pagea, on thi^ great occa- 
lion, 185-Q.— the king reaolTei to ha*e hit whole kitchen 
tba*ed, 186,— »pititcd apeechea of the intended victima, 187 
to 201. — litt of the unhappy sufferera, 201-2. Canto IL, 
i. 203. — argument, 205.— invocation to the muaei, 207; to 
Apdio, 210-11 ; to conscience, 212.— ^ome account of madame 
Schwellenberg, 217. — her behaviour, and dialogue with the king, 
on the afiair of the loute, 220. — aome account of ur Francis 
Drake, 224.— council held by the cooki in the lardtr, 'J2i>. — 
their apeechea. 228 to 234.— their petition, 235. Canto III., 
i, 341. — argooient, 243. — description of night in the palace, 
345.— visit of Fame to the cave of Discord, 250.— DiscocU visits 
the king and the cook-major in assumed forms; her diuto|(ue* 
wiib them, 254, 250. — the major calls up the co<^, U> pn-parc 
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for a contest, 260.— dejection of the major^ 267. Canto IV.» 
i. 271. — argument, 273. — rooming of the important day, 275. — 
the cooks are inspirited by their wives and danghters, 276.-^ 
dialogue of the clerk of the kitchen with the cooks' wives, 278 ; 
with the cook-major, 286. — the lesoiuiion for shaving is declared 
absolute by the clerk of the kitchen, and confirmed by the king, 
287-8. Canto v., i.289« — argument, 291. — two of the pnnoesses 
intercede for the cooks, 293-4'.— despondency of the cooka, 
295. — the cook-major's pathetic appeal to the king, 297-8. — answer 
of the queen, 299. — ^the king offers to pay for the wigs, but 
retracts this promise, -300, 305. — his final order for the shaving, 
305. — the cooks submit, 309. — the king triumphs, and jostifioi 
himself, 311. — ^speech of the louse to him, 311. — the king^ 
furious reply, 314* — the louse is transferred to the sky as a iiew 
planet, SI 4- 15. 

Lautherbourg (Mr.), character of his pictures, i. 26, 125, v. 
359 to 361. 

Lore contrasted with matrimony, ii. 318-19. Economy and mode- 
ration in love recommended, 320, 526, lii. 213 to 215, iy. 227*8. 
Charms of variety in love, ii. 421-2, iv. 225-0, 228, 316. 
General influence of love, iv. 7, 8. Ode for boys and girla od 
this subject, 31. Hymn to love, 131. its symptoms, 151. 
Ballad of love, v. 88. Ballad to authors that endite on the pas- 
sion of love, 1 1 4. 

l/me-fiatit of the methodists, \y, 324. 

honest petition, v. 90. The lover's pity, a ballad, 92. 

hoyaky a bird of passage, iii. 60. 

Ltican quoted, and translated, iv. 341. 

iMcan, lady, i. 141. 

Lucretius, iii. 140. 

Luther, his reformation, i. 161. 

Lynch (Dr.), melancholy event in his family, ii. 110 note. 

^ric ode$ to Royal Academicians for 1782, i. 13.— ibr 1783, 47.— 
for 1785, 71.— for 1786, 123. 
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M. 

' Macartney (lord) and his ship, pair of lyric epistles to, iii. 119. — 
' ode to the ship on her return, it. 233. See also iii. 144, 
310-11. 
llfacauit^ (Mrs.)f the historian, i. 183, ii. 247. 
Blachride, captain, i. 18. 
MacdcwM, attorney-general, ii. 343, iii. 44. 
Macklin^^t. ii. 131. 
Macpkenon, i. 319. 
Maddox, counsellor, iv. 452-3. 
Madeira, island of, ii. 363. 
MadHgait, it. 118, 176, 196, 225. 
Magpie peeping into a bone, simile of, i. 484. Magpie and Robin 

Redbreast, a Ule, ii. 471, 474. 
Maids qfkommr, %. 240. Obliged to proride their own bed-linen, 

ii. 499, 532, iii. 431. 
ilfoMiMrti^, Mr. t. 242. See also Middlesex ekcHim, throughout 
Mahubmy, earl of, iii. 387. His embassy, 393. 
Mtttichined'tree, simile of, ii. 487. 
Mandeviik, ii. 360. 
Man^d, lord, i. 60, 76, 77. 
Monoid (sir James), chief-justice, t. 411. 
Mara, madame, i. 424, ii. 56, 155, 499, 509. Their majesties' 

generosity to her, i. 396-7. 
Moreken the singer, i. 285, ii. 155, 354, 528, it. 6, 520. 
Margate, praise of,, i?. 386^ 
Margate'hoy, ode to one, iii. 62. See also Talet. 
Margaret (St), her lamentation, iii. 81-2. 
Marian'i complaint, iv. 9. 
Mariborough, the great duke of, ii. 69 note, 1 92, ▼. 402. The present 

duke, ii. 69, 208. The duchess, iii. 14. 
Married men should wear winkers, t. 39. 
Aforiyni, story of, i. 84. 
Martial quoted, and translated, iii. 27. 
Mert^, Starling, i. 105, ii. 207. 
Marvel, Andrew, iL $5, 



460 liVDEX. 

Mary, queen, i. 483. Princess, y. 57. 

Moicres, baron, ii. 53. 

Maskefyne, Dr. ii. 53. 

Mascn the poet, i. 9, ii. 333, iii. 398. 

Master qf the horse, this situation sought in exchange for that a 

master of the mare, v. 4'12. 
Mathias, iii. 500 note, i?. 266, 331, 339, ▼. 26, 302, 347. 
Matritnomf contrasted with love, ii. 318-19. Is now mnch abused, 

iii. 217. Similes on, 450, t. 39, 61. 
Maurice, parson, v. 280-1 « 290, 302. 
ilfaw^ey, sir Joseph, i. 395, ii. 121, 209. 
May-day, it. 89. 

Medley, a modern saint, v. 405 note. 
Melancholy, iv. 50. See also Cheerfulness. 
Mehille, lord, t. 253. See also Dundas, 

Melville {s\r Jvanes), ballad supposed to be written by him, v. 9^. 
Menage, ir. 242-3. 
Merit described, t. 234-5. Merit and money seldom meet, iii 

241. 
Merlin, v. 131, 132 note. 
Methodist chapels, the scenes of love-affiiirs, iv. 324. DescriplioD of 

the new saints, with examples, ▼. 403, 404 and note, 406. 
Mevagizzy, a fishing-town in Cornwall, i. 119, ii. 426. 
Meyrsbach, Dr. ▼. 1 38. 
Mice, ode to two in a trap, iv. 119. 
Michael Angelo, his abuse of Raphael, i. 95. 
Middlesex election, Devonshire epistles on, i v. 429. 
Mill qf charity in Windsor park, iii. 319. Ode to it, 359. 
Milliner, ode to a pretty one, iii. 1 82. 
Millman, Dr. v. 165. 

Milton, ii. 229, 418, iv. 128, 135, v. 120, 246, 427. 
Ministers compared to rods, v. 420. 
Miser and dervise, a tale, iv. 120. 
Misery often the child of folly, iii. 442. 
Mi&tresses, apology for keeping them, ii. 318. 
Mob hired to huzza and clap the king, i. 496 note, ii. 146, 532. 

Their propensity to pull down princes, v. 390. 
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JUoderatMM in enjoyment recommeoded, n. StJ-i, 329-90. Od« 

on, 230. 
Modeitf, hymn to, ii. II. 
Moitty compared lo a connnon girt, iii. 33. 
Montagut, doke of. i. 483. 
Montagu, Mn. ii. 277. 
Moon, (iinile of, t. 201. 

Moore (Dr.), tircfabiibap of Canterbury, iii. 336. 
Moort, genentl, t. 185 to 187. 

Mart (miu Hannah), pr«*ed by the reriewer*, i. 7. Expottnlation 
to her, iv. 278-9 (298). See alio L 19S, ii. 22, 277, 2B9-90, 
299, T. 48 ; and HU admrari, tbnMighont. 
More money! or Od«t of Initruction to Mr. Pit^ ii. 489. 
Moming, simile of. ii. 195. Visitt Peter'a cotuge, i. 531. 
JlforMM^ Oromck, iii. SOO. 
Morocco ambaiMdor, t. 399. 
Jfou (panon) curUili the church-ierrice on acconnt of dinner, iii. 

407. 
Moik burned, ballad on, r. 95. Similee of, 157, 3S9. 
JHowNf Edgeetmb, lord, ii. 339, 355 & note, 4«S note. I^y, L 248, 
ii. 460. — ilansa on the death of her pig, ii. 924, 355 note. Sea 
alio Bdgeamib. 
Monie YuitM PeUr, v. 239-40. See aUo Mice. 
MotuehoU, a fiahing-town inConiwall, i. I l9-2a . 
AfoKT, Mary, i. 114. 
Mudge. Or. ii. 09. 
Mudie, miv, T. 310. 
Mulgrme, lord, ii. 72. 

Mnm^, general, iii. 247. See bIm ftdtt^gr. 
Miuet, invocation to, i. 207, 209. 
Jtfutictm, lines on the death of (Hie, iy. 100, t. 323. 
Jt^ie(fiodeto, i. 119. EpUtle to> t. 334, 341. 



N. 

Nabcb and a hegspr, story of, i. 229. 
NoMy of the Rom, lines to,' i*. 103. 
NmiiM, elegy to, t. 284. 



r 
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Ncres, parson, iit. 490 note> it. S38, ▼• 141» 229 & note, ▼• 280'»1, 

290, 301-2, 315. 
Nature should not be copied by artists, i. 6Si» 
Ndmchadnetzar, i. 198, ii. 20, ir. 204, y. 135 note. 
Negro and mule, story of, iy. 527. 
Nelson (lord), lines to, y. 325. On his taking the command of the 

fleet off Cadiz, 326. 
Nero, ill. 405. 
NeW'Old ballads, y. 85* 

Neu^foundUmd dog and poppy* simile of» i. 405. 
Newspaper-ediior, character of one, iy. 420 lo 425. 
Nichols (John), beneyolent Epistle to him* ih 253. — his Answer, 2S5. 

Epiuph for him, 305. Lines on his Progresses of Queen EUxa* 

beth, 324. See also ii. 140-1, 2i5, iy. 242, 382, y. 303. 
Nicholson (Margaret), her tremendoas attempt on the king, i. 438* 

Her knights, 494-5. See also ii. 203, 533, iii. 418. 
Nicolas the page, ii. 499 note, 532, iii. 122. 
Night, description's of, i. 245, iii. 81, iv. 391-2, 509, y. 58-9. 
Nightingale, lines to, iy. 185. 
Nil admirarif or a Smile at a Bishop, iy. 253. Peter's own review 

of this piece, 294. 
Nile complimenting Mr. Bruce, ii. 364, 369. Battle of the Nile, y. 

428. 
Noah and his ark, iii. 352. 
Nollekens (Mr.), address to him, y. 371. 
North, lord, i. 24, 45, 190, 215, 460, y. 172. 
Navel^ Bccewry to enjoyment, ii. 526. Mistake of the notion that 

there is none under the sun, y. 1 19-20. 

O. 

Oak, simile of one, iii. 12. 
Oberon the fairy, his threat, y. 102. 
Obia-man, story of one in Jamaica, iii. 209-10. 
Oblivion, her activity, y. 422. 

Ocean in a storm, similes of, iv..343, y. 340. 

* 

Ode, one of Peter's destroyed by rats» i. 1 la. Ei^ceUence and yaloe 
of ode, y. 422. 
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Ode f^poii cdc, i. 383*— apologetic Poatacript, 449. 

Odsf qfimportanee, iii. 27. 

O'Ael^, GOimi, i. 108* 

Old maid, itory of a proud one, i?. 18. 

Old Simum, a tale» iii. 51. 

O^Mtara (Dr.), disappointed of a bishopric, t. 386-7. 

One mare Petp at the Royal Academy, v. 347. 

One ThouMond seven Hundred and rnnei^'-six, a satire, iii. 383. 

Opera. See Durham. 

Opera-'singers, it. 413. 

Opie the painter, i. 57-8, t. 358. 

Orange, family of the prince of, iii. 307. 

Oraiorioi, the king's, in Tottenham-street, i. 424 not^ 425 note, 

ii. 17 note. 
Ordinary under ground d^Ktib^, ii. 274. 
Organ rejoicing, iii. 90. 
Orkani, duke of, i. 130, 135. 
Orson and Ellen, a legendary tale, ▼. 25. 
Otgar^s prayer, iv. 170. 
Ognalmrgh, bishop of, i. 504. See also York. 
Otakeiumi, their freedom in love, ii. 315. 
Oftoqy, T. 246. 

Qui at laa, or the Fallen Minister, iii. 485. 
Ooeriure, complaint concerning, t. 123. 
Otid, iii. 140. In banishment, 41, ▼. 246. 

Ow/, address to, iii. 98. Simile of a German one, r. 167..— of an owl 
flying in the day-time, 389. Fable of the owl and the parrot, 
iv. 33.^H>f the owl courting an eaglet, 350. 
Osfiftd, lady, iii. 399. 
Ofikn, a royal saying on eating them, v. 244. 

P. 

Fagt, a new apostle, v. 404 note. 

Faget, their pride hurt by dining with a hair-dreaaer, i. 180 note. 
?am (Mr.), Odes to him, ii. 437. Song by him, 44^ See also ii* 
479, 486, 491, iii. 128, 174-5, 403, 421, 424, iv. 16, t. 54. 
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Painiers, advice to very young ones, i. 19. Directions to artist; 2 
general, 65. Yoang artists reproved for their propensity to omtt, 
101.-— cautioned not to be vain of applause, 105-4. — reconamefideu 
to improve their education, 1 10. — advised to reverence anti^ojtr^ 
146. Subjects for Painters, ii. 129. See also Ijandaeu^c, and 
PortraU, 
Pamting, influence of fashion on it, i. 37. 
Palace, description of night in, i. 249. 
Palmer (Mr.), his generosity to the king, and how returned, ii. 5S 

note. 
Paris and Menelaus, v. 387. 
Park, the musicians of this name, i. 1 1 4 • 
Parkinson, Mr. ii. 76. 
Parr, Dr. ii. 467-8. 

Parrots asking and telling news, simile of, i. 483. 
Parson in quest of preferment, iv. 399. Tale of the paison, ac^uVce, 

and spaniel, ii. 36. 
Parson-dealer, story of one, ii. 198, 
Parsons the musician, i. 393, 416, iii. 83, v. 118. 
Passions, ode on, iv. 328. 

Pastry-cooks, use of pretty girls in their shops, v. 35. 
Pathetic odes, iii. 227. 

Patience, ode to, ii. 206. Images of, v. 264 to 266. 
Patroclus in the armour of Achilles, v. 388. 
Paul, emperor of Russia, iii. 497, v. 56. 
Paulet, lord, iii. 333. 
Pea growing, simile of, iv. 218. 
Pembroke, earl of, ii. 481, 483. 

Penn (William), Nathan, and the bailiff; story of, ill. 165. 
Penny ^Mr.). character of bis pictures, i. 37. 
Penny^post, Pitt's imposition on ; and elegy on this subject, iv. 50j 

note. 
Ptntreath, Doll, i. 120. 
Pepys, Dr. v. 165. 
Percepal, Mr. v. 420. 

Perring, lord-mayor; Epistle to him, v. 201. 
Peter, czar, i. 19. 





^ 
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I^cier^s pauUm, a solemn Epistle, ti. 1 . 

Ptter^s prophecy p or the President and the Poet, ii. iS. 

I^eterborofigh (earl of) and the mob, a tale, ii. 19S. 

I^eters, Mr. i. 132. Character of his pictures, S9. 

Petit'-maitre and the man on the wheel, a story, ii. 202. 

Petition of the cooks, i. 235. 

Petticoat, lines to a white satin one, i?. 45. A petticoat watched all 

night by a king, ii. 354, 503 note. 
Petty (lord Henry), elegy to him, r. 252. 
PhyUida*9 complaint, it. 90. 
PicCadUly duke, ti. 05. See also 9ueendmry. 
Pictures, cautions in choosing them, i. 155. 
Pig hanging in a gate, simile of, ii. 210-11. Fable of the pig and 

the magpie, 250. 
Pilchards celebrated, i. 119-20. 
Pilgrims and peas, story of, i« 143. 
Pindar the Greek poet, i. 15, 49, 62, ii. 459, 466. 
Pindar (Pteter), i. 49 to 52. Sells his goods too cheap, 69, 122. 
Fable addressed to him> 78. Visits some relics in France, 92-3. 
Tells the secret of his lore. 111, 159, ii. 360.— his taste in that 
passion, i. 442-3. — his sentiments on matrimony, ii. 318-19, 418, 
▼.311. Is of no party, i. 4 1 1 . Would refuse the laureatship, 447 - 
8, ii. 336-7. His powers of song and satire, i. 453. — ^nevertheless, 
his satire and character are humble, iii. 427 to 429, 433-4, t. 292-3. 
His address to one of his odes, i. 466-7. Declines a pension from 
the king, ii. 16, 17, 20, 21. Is difficult to be bribed, 35. Anti- 
cipated idea of Peter in the Fleet, 1 41 . Defends himself against 
the charge of always harping on one topic, 229-30. Hints 
of his personal appearance, 501, 342 (y. 350-1). Hostility and 
en?y which he has to encounter, 234, 242, 24i-5, 276, ▼. 292. 
Effects of his appearance at St. James's, ii. 243-4. Compared to 
Churchill and Junius, 235. — to Mr. Paine, 440. His apology for 
hii miscellaneous publications, 305. What would be his conduct 
if he were king, 338 to 345. Has been a traveller, 361-2, ▼. 284, 
309. How highly he would esteem royal condescension, ii. 412- 
13. His remonstrance on being deemed a turncoat, 447. Com- 
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plains that the king is not generous to him, 500-1. His teBderoest 
of heart, 515-16. Narrowly escapes prosecution, iii. ^S to 40, 
iy. 227. — ode and fable on this subject, iii. 59, 68. His passioBS 
and desires are moderate, 364, v. 310. Has dealt in praise as 
well as censure, iii. 394-5. Powerful effect of his verses, 504, ii. 
49 note. — they are read by some great people, it. 281. He 
complains of the booksellers, v. 124-5, 158. His disappointments, 
264 to 266, 284-5. Is willing at last to accept a place or pension 
from his majesty, 406. Is unnoticed and disappointed at the 
jubilee, and at Carlton-house f^te, 409> 414, 426. Comp1iiDent«d 
by Wehjie, who Touches for the truth of many of bia storiefl!, 415. 
See also y. 52 to 54 ; and Jifyseff, and Kmgim 

Pindariana, or Peter's Portfolio, iy. 1. 

Pinetti, signor, iii. 341 note. 

Piozzi, Mrs. ii. 277. See also ThraU, and Boszy. 

Pitt (Mr.), his hostility to the prince, ii. 107, 109, 127, 259, it. 491. 
Ode on Messrs. Pitt and Co., ii. 115. lines to him, 431. Odea of 
Instruction to him, 489. His consistency in the matter of reform, 
iii. 250-1, 345, 347, 404, 454, iy. 355, 489, 500, y. 162, 197-8, 
274. Goes drunk to the house of commons with Dnndaa, iii. 302 
note. His testimony at the Old Bailey on Home Tooke's trial, 
303 note, 419, iy. 489-90, 500, y. 199. His Flight to Wimble- 
don, iii. 343. Ode to him on the conyenkion-bil), 377. He 
despises the attacks of the people, 388. Amount of bis feats, 
405 to 413. Odes on his retreat from power, iy. 345 to 378, 
(and see 443-4, 469 to 474, 488, 525.) Compared to a cathartic, 
364. Fable for him, 365. His poyerty, 434 to 486, y. 195. 
His illness, iy. 474, 483-4. His military exploits in retirement, 
y. 184 to 188. His return to power, 205-0. Does not lore 
women, iv. 50^ note, 507 note, y. 196, 199, 200. Whether " a 
heayen-bom minister,'' v. 200, 227, 276. His death, 242-3, 250, 
266. See also ii. 147, 259, 303, 316, 338, 468, iii. 161, 229, 308, 
320, 358, 364, 391-2, 400, 402-3, 421, 427, 430, 432, 439- 
40, 445, 449 to 453, 457, 460-1-2, iy. 231, 445, 463, y. 130, 
139, 141, 218, 220, 223, 255, 279, 285; md Fallmg mimttir, 
Great ay and UttU wool, Hair-powder, Lord BelgMVc and his 
motiom (y. 512 to 528), Out at last, and Statue. 
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Planta, Mr. ii. 282. 

Ptymtmtk, description of; and story of the Plymoath carpenter and 

the coffins, i. 535. 
Plymouih, lord, liL 402. 

PoetM anciently much esteemed and privileged; and their dif- 
ferent treatment now, iii. 93 to 95, v. 296, 30 i to 306, 420. Their 
general poverty, ii. 453, v. 234, 246-7. 
Pointer half-starved, simile of one, ii. 393. 
Paissardei, their disloyalty, ii. 407, 440, 474. 
PoniopidaHt ii. 360. 
Po^ Tom, a song, iv. 414. 
Pope, ii. 192, iv. 71-2, 413, v. 26, 314. 
Pope, epistle and odes to the, iii. 195, 213, 217. 
Porteus (bishop), his generosity, iii. 399. Tries hard for the bishop- 
ric of Durham, iv. 310 note. Fragments of his history and cha- 
racter, ▼. 46 to 49. Elegy to him, 288. See also iv. 387; and 
JVt7 admirari, throughout. 
Portland, duke of, i. 190, iii. 36, 320, 387, 393, 427, v. 172. 
Ponrait-painters, advice to them, i. 158. 
Poussin, i. 155. 
Poverty the only support of subordination, iii. 18, 19. Apostrophe 

to it, 275. 
Praite, its good effects, i. 94. Fair praise contrasted with flattery, 

389-90. 
Pratt, miss, i. 414. 
Primer of a virtuoso, ii. 92. 
Prayers sold, for increasing the fecundity of fowl, i. 91. Some for 

rain, too successful, iv. 285-^6. 
Prerogative personified, ii. 390-1. 
Presents encouraged at court, ii. 497, 521. Living ones however not 

accepUble there, iii. 164, 320, 365. Sometimes sold, 320. Sec 

also iii. 134, 162-3,312-13. 
Price, Dr. i. 253, ii. 392, 407. 

Pride, i. 430, v. 43-4, llO-U. Address to, i. 219, iv. 17, 18. 
Priestley, Dr. ii. 478. 
Priests, their manners contrasted with those of their nlaster, iii. SSKX 

2 H fi 
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Princes, their mild nature, iii. 442-3. Princes and cats Tery mocb 

alike, iii. 252. Difierence between the estimated and the rc^ 

value of their nods and smiles, v, 425-6. Foreign princes inclined 

to presumption, iii. 261. See also Kings. 
Princess royal, i. 1 58, 46 1 . Solicits the king in favour of the crooks* 295. 
Princesses, our present ones, iii. 481, v. 57, 310. Apostrophes to 

them, i. 185, 246. 
Pringle (sir John), cause of his resigning the presidency of tiie 

Royal Academy, ii. 60 note. 
Prisons, picture of, v. 155, 213. See also Jails. 
Procession (royal) to St. Paulas, ii. 135. 
Pix^eM of Admiration, ii. 521. > 
I^ogress of Knowledge, ii. 530. 
Proh impudeniiam !, an ode, iv. 525. 
Propertius quoted, and translated, i. 241. 
Proverbs of economy, ii. 502. 
Prudence characterised, i. 86-7. Contrasted with passion^ it. 95-4. 

Address of Prudence to Peter, v. 318. 
Prudery, iv. 270. 
Psalmanazar, i. 349, ii. 360. 
Puffing, art of living by it, v. 269 to 272.^ 
PuUeney, sir James Murray, iii. 498. See also Murray. 
Pursuits of Literature, iv. 335, 266 note. 
Pjfc (Mr.), the laureat, epistle and address to him, iii. 317« 319. See 

alsoii. 451, 461, 469, iii. 379, iv. 348, v. 118, 311. 



Q. 

Quacks and regular practisers compared, iv. 203-4. 

Queen, her economy, i. 303-4, iii, 294 note. Her German relations, 
i. 441-2, ii. 120, iii. 353 note. Peter is frightened from speaking 
of her, ii. 227. Her electioneering, iv. 451. See also ii. 125-0, 
302, 380, 388, 431. 488, 502, iii. 134, 146, 293, 300, 320, 336-7,' 
352, 360-1, 431, 474, 481, iv. 465, 469, v. 397; and the arUclei' 
Frogtnore, and Lousiad (canto V.}. 
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qTFnmce, i. 444. Lines on htt, it. 65. Her address to her 
children before her execution, 1 80. 
Hueen-hct described, ii. 280. 
Stuecnthury, duke of, i. 33, 394, ii. 95, iii. 299. 

Ra4:e for a Holland shift, story of one, it. 273. 
Raff, a term applied to the commons of England, ▼. 412-13. 
Hain prayed for with too much success, vw. 285. 
Rake (amorous), picture of a country one, y. 27-8, 65, 
Ratmsay (Mr.), the king^s painter, i. 98. 
Ramus (Billy), the page, i. 180, 277, 432, 481. 
Raphael despised by Michael Angelo, i. 95. His cartoons cut down 
by a carpenter, 534-5.— inquiry about their further destination, 
538-9. 
Rai, simile of one, it. 367-8. An ode of Peter's destroyed by rats» 

i. 118. 
RoMuzifd, iT. 223. 
RawdoH, lord, ii. 144. 
RazoT'iellerg story of one, L 136. 

Reason, her light contrasted with the meteor of error, ii. 401. 
Redhrmuts, ode to some in a country cathedral, iv. 291 (see also 296). 
Reeves, John, iii. 380, 387, 401 note, 405, 410, 429, ▼. 198, 277. 
Ode to him, iii. 423. Crumbs of comfort for him on the prose- 
cution of his book, 433. 
Reform, similes on the projects of, y. 401. 
Relia, some curious and wonderful ones, i. 92-3, iii. 203, 208-9, 

y. 51. 
ReUgian, French revolution in it, iii. 1 49 to 1 53, 200 to 208, y. 50- 1 • 
RemoHSiranee, an ode, ii. 445. 
Remel, parson, y. 280-1, 302, 315. 
ResignaiiaH, an ode, iii. 29. 
Revenge, iy. 94-5. 

Remewers, epistle to them, i. 1. Address to them, 10. Compared to 
demons, y. 316. Peter himself has been a reviewer, y. 279-80. He 
leriews one of bis own publications, iy. 294. See also i. 50, 
?. 269. 
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Reviews (military), exploits of the king at some, t. 475-6, iL 5i4 
334. 

RevoUaitm-dirmen reprobated, ii. 454. 

Reynolds, sir Joshua, i. 16, 17, 41, 63, 81, 88, 97-8, 134« 148, 151. 
153, 157, 515, ii. 381, 420, 421 note, 534, iii. 48, 50, 275. 
IT. 210-11, y. 354. His servile copyists, i. 33-4. 

Reynolds, Dr. y. 165. 

Rkhelicu and Maynard, story of, v. 244. ^ 

Richmond (doke of), one of king Charles's breed, ii. \W,'^\0. 
Orders a leather cannon, 144 note, iii. 430. His ecooomj, 
ii. 145 note. His military exploits, iii. 124 to 131, 244. Dedi- 
cation to him, 229. Ode on him, 231. Tale of his dog Thandcr 
and the widow's pigs, 237. His various amusements at Brighton 
244-5. His attachment to the principles of parliamentary re- 
form, 345, iv. 489, 500 note, v. 197, 274. Theatre at RichBond 
house, ii. 17 pote. See also i. 306, 427, ii. Ill note, 303. 
iii. 30, 246, 251, 300, 346, 387, 421, 427, 444. 

Ridicule, qualities of Peter's, i. 463. 

Rights of Kings, ii. 379. 

lUgaud, Mr. i. 80, 126, 135, 157. 

RivingtoM the booksellers, iv. 338, 382, v. 229 & note, 279-^ 
300, 303, 315. 

Robespierre, iii. 250, iv. 81. 

Robinson, the king's hind, ii. 25 to 30. 

Robinson, Mrs. i. 64. Fable of her handkerchief and judge Balkr^^ 
wig, iii. 105. 

Rodiford, lord, i. 403. , 

Rodney, ii. 186. 

RoUe (John), drills the corporation of Exeter, ii. 356, iii. 476-7. 
His military exploits, iv. 431, 478, v. 42. .Epistles to him, 
iv. 433 to 495. His jokes to the king at Exeter, 437 note. His 
elevation to the peerage, 445, v. 220-1. See also L 265 notei 
ii. 108, 120, iii. 469, 475, v. 26. 

Romish priest, tale of one, i. 521 . 

Rose (George), his two newspapers, iii. 329, 378, 502, iv. 587, 
V. 56. — ode of condolence on them, iv. 387 n^te. A Jeieouad 
addressed to him, iii. 460, 462. Ode to him, iv. 356.. He is a 
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naval character, 3S2. Hib generosity to bis mother, v. 55. See 
also ill. 301 note, 308 note, 355, 387, 418, 439-40, 444, 488, 524, 
V. 119,260,275,335. 
Hose and strawberry, a fiaible, iv. 325. 
JRoM (Dr.), bishop of Exeter, i. 264, iii. 470-1. 
RawUmd for an Oliver, ii. 285. 
Hatviand Hill, ii. 207-8, iii. 368, 369 note, y. 138-9. 
Kmvlandaon (Mr), elegy to him, ▼. 300. 
Roxburgh, duchess of, ▼. 297. 
Royal hutiiutum, v. 132, 138 note, 139 note, 143. 
Aoyol lour, or Weymouth Amusements, iii. 317. 
Royal vutt to Exeter, iii. 465, i. 264 note, it. 356. 
Rumboid, sir Thomas, i. 410, iii. 2Q3, 301, h. 41. 
Rutt^fijrd (count), epistle to him, t. 127. See also Thompson (sir 

Benjamin). 
Ruspmi, chevalier, iii. 74. 
Rmse//, lord William, iv. 447. 

S. 

Si. Pau^s clock, simile of, iv. 377. 
St. Vincent, lord, y. 177. 

Samu have lost their reputation, ii. 429-30, iii. 202 to 206. Many 
deprived of their honours by Luther, i. 162-3. One how treated 
by sailors, to obtain a fair wind from him, 164. Wholesale 
creation of saints, ii. 7 1 note. Description of the modern ones ; 
with examples, v. 403, 404 k, note, 406, ii. 161-2. 
Saliaktry (marquis of), lord chamberlain, L 508, ii. 146, 243, 336, 
340, 417, 470, 487, iii. 30, 43, 59, 307, iv. 383, v. 119, 183 & 
note, 268. His musical exploits, i. 403. Is a poet, iii. 332, 
iv. 409. — specimen of his poetical powers, iv. 41 1. 
SaUtbmy, lady, i. 108 note, 508. 
SoHtlmry cathedral, the king^s yisit to it, iL 481. 
Sahotor Roea, i. 156. 
Sanden, captain, y. 386. 
SoMtaidk, lord, i. 409. 
S^pho, song to, iy. 159. 
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Satire, conference of Peter with, i. 73 to 80. 

Satirist is a dangerous character, v. 320, iii. 389-90, 405- 

Saxehiiberghausen, captain, i. 441. 

Sckweilenberg (madaroe) : some account of this lady ; fa«r arigia 
i. 217.-^rodi^ie8 at her birth, 218. — her person, and sitoatioo in 
the queen's service, 220. Her dialogue with the kin^ on the 
great event that gave rise to thelx>nsiad, 221-2. Discwd as- 
sumes her form, 254. She is thrown from a jackass^ 307, iiL 404-, 
463. Ode to madame Schwellenberg and Co., ii. 516. lurries 
concerning her will, v. 129 note. See also i. 186-9, 227, 230(» 
239, 247, 287, 299, 388-9, ii. 116-18, 342, 391, 487, 488 note, 
iii. 122, 163, 198, 299, 320, 399, 417, 420, v. 220. 

Scotland, elegy to, v. 295, 

Scou, general, v. 175 note. 

Scratck^wigs worn by the king's cooks, offend his majesty, i. 
511-12. 

Sculpture not patronised in this country, v. 367. 

Sea-courtship, iv. 115. 

Self-importance, its happiness, ii. 273. 

Selwyii, George, ii. 431. 

Senile, major, iii. 179. 

Serres (Mr.), character of his pictures, i. 36. 

Seward, miss, ii. 299. Her poetry, i. 195. 

Shakspeare, ii'i, 192, iv. 128, v. 120. 

S/utrpness of expectation, similes on, v. 410 to 412. 

Sheba, queen of, ii. 565, 400. 

Sheep, story of some royal ones, ii. 25. 

Shq>herd*s pipe, an elegy, iv. 426. 

Sheridan, Mr. i. 190, ii. 217, iii. 433, 506, iv. 447-8, 490, 517, 523, 
V. 241-2-3, 252, 412. Elegy to him, v. 279. 

Shield, Mr. v. 272. Lines on an accident that befel him, iv. 412. 
Shoemakers, ode to them, iii. 29. 
Shower, simile of one, i. 268. 
SkrapneWs shells, v. 397. 

Siddons, Mrs. ii. 307. Generosity of their majesties to her, i. 397 
479. ' 

Sidmauih (lord), elegy to him, v. 255. See also Addington. 
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Suhuy, lord, iv. 245. 

Silcmx, picture of, i. 248. HymD to, iv. 323. 
Simplicity, ode to, iiL lOS. Aacient limplkity, T. 1 10, 305. Sim- 
plicity, or the Curate, a tale, ir. 285 (leetlao 296). 
SkiMner, alderman, i. 109, ii. 27 to SO, 272 note. 
Sleep, tboughu on, v. 70-7. 
Smuggling practited at court, lit. 512, S20, 293 note, 338-9, 417, 

420. 
SneU, Hannab, i. 443. 
Sodom, iu destmctioD, i. 00. 

Soho, houiea of pecaliar accommodation there, it. 308. 
Soldier and Virgin Mary, a Ule, ii, 170. 
So/duT ofUlbuiy fort, ode to a poor one, iii. 241. 
Soldier'iJ^nd, r. 403. 

SotJien, ode to the Hanoverian onet in Briti*h pay, iiL 247. 
Solitude, addreu to, ii. 473. 
SotonioH, king, ii. 305, ir. 190, 329, t. 380. 
Solomom and the moaM-tra|>, a tale, ii. 1 82. 
SalowKm, Dr. *. 138. 
Soma-tet-koue, ode written after the falU there, i. 121. See abo 

204, ii. lS4[HHe, 403. 
&»^i (love.), i- 159, 160, i*. 102,106,114, 122-3-4,137, 146, 177, 
182, 185,234, 399, v. 16 to 19, 05, 08, 100-1,935. Drinking- 
(ong, T. 66. Loyal song, ir, 395. Anacreontic MOg to my late, 
56. Paitoral lODg, 57. See alio DeUa and other naroea, and 
Ballad*. 
SoHlkem, Tom, i. 122. 
jjpa tf a w aai the natnralitt, iii. 457 note. 
Spaiitl, limile of oiw, iii. 2 1 . 
^taker> hia uiaal addreu on the meeting of a new parliament 

ii. 384. 
^nder, limilea of, ii. 50, r. 310. — of a spider and fliet, ii. 372, 
iii. 21, T. 34. Suan and the ipider, a tale, ir. 42. Fabkofihe 
young fly and the old spider, 194. 
SliuUkoider, iii. 338. See aUo Oraiigt. 
Slag, fable of one, i. 28. 
Aamer a Sddle>maker, i. 150. 
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Stanhope, earl, ii. 392, 408. 

Stanislaus, king, i. 440. 

Stanley (Mr.)> musician, i. 52. 

Starlings, simile of, i. 105. 

Statue, affair of the. proposed one to Pitt, it. 492 to 495. Epistle to 
the subscribers, 497. See also y. 17S, 203. 

Staunton, sir George, iii. 310, 313 note, it. 236. 

Steel traps set in the king's gardens, tii. 331, 335, 355. 

Stemhold*s psalms, ii. 242. 

Stone thrown at the king, epigram on, iii. 328 note. 

Storace <madame) refuses to sing to their majesties, ii. 499 note. 

Stuhbs, Mr. i. 29. Character of his pictures, 46. 

Subjects for Painters* ii. 1 29. 

Sucking pigs, simile of, iii. 364. An extraordinary wet-nurse for 
them, T. 416. 

Sultan and dog, a tale, ly, 370. 

Sumen of a sow, a delicate dish, ii. 66, 147. 

Sun, ode to, iv. 178. Druid hymn to, 51. Fable of the svn and 
the peacock, iii. 264. Simile of the sun, ▼. 265.— of the sun and 
clouds, iii. 96, 307-8, 323-4, 325, 398, iv. 164, 394.-- of the sun 
in a storm, ii. 427-8, iii. 93, iv. 15.— of the sun and a rock, 
iv, 809. 

Sunday, its sorrows; an elegy, iii. 367. 

Sunday concerts abolished, i. 505 to 510, iL 20 to 23. 

Sunday schools, v. 43. 

Sunmf day in a country town, simile of, ii. 264. 

Surry (lord), imitations of, v. 88, 94, 106, 114« 

Susan and the spider, a tale, iv. 42. 

Swearing practised by fine gentlewomen, i. 222. 

Stvellenberg. See SchweUenberg. 

Swift, dean, iv. 72. 

Switkin (Saint), L 268. 

Sylvester, counsellor, iv. 452- 3. 

Sylvia, anacreontic to, iv. 1 38. 
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TaU9 of the Hoy, iv. 579. 

Talleyrand, v. 187, 248. 

Taste, general decline of, ▼. 516 to 518. Differences of taste, ii. 

471 to 474. 
Tax, a new one proposed, iii. 299. 
Taylor, miss, ▼. 587. 

Taylor (Mr. Tom), the Morocco ambassador, ▼. 599 note. 
Tea, panegyric on, iv. 56-7. 
Tears of St. Margaret, iii. 77. 
Tears and smiUs, ▼. 1 to 125. 
Teeth do vast execution for their size, iv. 82. 
Ten^fora nuuantur, an ode, it. 526. 
Tender husband, a monody, ii. 165. 
Tenerife, peak of, ii. 562. 
Tenters, L 1 1 5, ▼. 565. 
Thelluson, Mr. v. 245. 

J%itf^i the whipping-post, story of on^ \v. 509. 
Thompson, sir Benjamin, ii. 72. See also Rsmifard. 
TAompKNi, sir Charles, i. 404 to 407, ii. 209, 245, 
Thought, a new and moral and serioas one, it. 105. 
Thrde, Mrs. i. 578, ii. 265. See also PioszL 
JTirones are sacred, ii. 416. 
7%rush and cuckoo, simile of, iii. 412. * 
Thumb of St Thomas the apostle, i. 92-5. 
Jhmder, simile of a clap of, ▼. 168. 

Thurlow (lord), his bluntness, 1. 402. Is compelled to pray, ii. 148. 
Opposes the prosecution of Peter, 218. See also i. 158, ii. 96, 
110-11, 118, 208, iv. 6, 227, 245, v. 167, 247, 555. 
T^huUus quoted, and translated, ▼. 5. 

Time, addresses to, ii. 189, iv. 67, 184. Its havoc on Peter's per- 
son, ▼. 550-1. lu value to artists, i. 1 16- 17. 
Tinker and the miller's daughter, story of, iv. 46. 
Titm, i. 146. 

Toast-masier, his absolute authority, iv. 595<4. 
Tobacco-siopper, simile of, ii. 448. 
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Tqfts (Mrs.), the singer, iiL 54. 

Tom and Dotty, a gtable caDtata, it. 1 10. 

Tm^n, major, v. 387. 

Tooke (Home), iii. 506, ▼. 388. 

Tooih-ache, ii.357. 

Tooih'draioingt story of, iy. 136. 

Toper and flies, storj of, i. 517. 

Toiffours pardrix, ii. 422. Story on this subject, !▼. 511*19. 

Toumsend, Macmanas, and Jealoos, the thief-takers ; (Mie to t^kem* 

iii. 173. See also. 307, 328, 330. 
Toumshend, lord John, iv. 321. 
TVaveUer and Japiter, story of, iv. 144. 
TVe^s epitaph, ii. 37. 

JYeet in Richmond park cat down, iii. 327. 
Drdawr^, sir William, ii. 506 note. 
TMsiia, or the Sorrows of Peter, y. 23 1 . 
TWtoi^A, ode of, iii. 4^0. 
TViumph of Isis, ii. 203. 
TroUer, the notorious Mr. y. 253. 

Tnah dangerous, iii. 389. Contrasted with falsehood, 1 10. 
TVyofi, miss, iy. 281. 
Turame, marshal, iii. 236 note. 
Turner (Mr.), his character as a painter, y. 366. 
Tweffth-cake, ornaments suggested for one, y. 424. 
Tyler (Mr.), architect, i. 135, 157. 
T^ants, ode to, iii. 253. 

U. 

Ugliness, ode to, iv. 142. 

Universities of England despised by the king, i. 455 note, iii. 313 

note. See also GotHngen, 
Uxbridge, earl of, i. 408, 506, ii. 340, iii. 85-6-7. 



V. 



Valletort, lord, ii. 339» 355 note. 
Van Butchel, Martin, y. 131. 
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Van Trumpp story of, iL 510. 

Vanity, ii. 509, \v. 515-16. 

Varieiy in \ovt, it. 220, 228, 516. Compared with conituicy, 

ii. 421-2. 
Venice Preserved sappressed by Pitt, iii. 403. 
Venus, addreu to, iv, 124. 

Vere, earl of Oxford, ballad supposed to be written by him, t. 00, 
Vernon (miss), an AmazoniaQ maid of honour, «• 181. 
Veronese (Paul), i. 146. 
Versaiility, apostrophe to, iv. 5. 
Vestris the dancer, ii. 463. 
Vesuvius (mount) frightened into silence, i. 77. 
Vicissitudes of life, iii. 104. 

Village^girl amazed at finding the king to be a mere man, t. 3d2> 
Violet, ballad on, v. 107. 
VirgU, iii. 62. Quoted, and translated, i. 13, 160, ii. 43, 85, 489» 

iiL 139, 195, 283, 485, t. 25, 383. 
Virtues thriTo in poetry, ii. 34. Address to them, 528. 
Virtuoso, prayer of one, ii. 92. 
Voltaire, i. 330. Quoted, ii. 43. 
VoUtnieers at a breach, simile of, iii. 391. 

W. 

Waggoner and Jupiter, story of, iii, 21 1. 
Wttithman, Mr. t. 208 note, 389. 

Woks (prince of), how treated at the dinner of the Royal Academy, 
i. 130, 1.32 3. His retirement, 214. His illness, 478-9. Attack- 
ed by Pitt, ii. 107, 109, 127, 259, iv. 491. His favonrable opi- 
nion of Peter's verses, ▼. 416.— this howerer totally unprofitable 
to the poet, 419, 426. A decent prayer for his royal highnem on 
a delicate occasion, 430. See also i.. 190, 401, 444, 461, 51S-14, 
520, ii. 220-1, 226-7, 265, iii. 329, 499, T. 164, 180, 185; and 
Carlton-house F^te (r. 407), throughout. 
Wales, princess of, ▼. 44, 121, 169, 425. 

ITajpofe, sir Ilobert, i. 196note. Horace, 51,141, 195,ii.299,iii. 14. 
Walnngham (lord), his cunning in minute things, ii. 341. 
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Walnngham (Mw.), her mosical exploits and taste, L 417 to 4ij 

506. 
War, it4 national advantages, iit. 251, W. 500. Apostrophe to;, ir, IL 

Warburton, bishop, iv. 260. 

ffardle, colonel, v. 388. 405. 

Warren the perfumer, i. 40, 525. 

^ar/off (Mr. Tom), the laureat, i. \QQ note, 195, ii. SSS, t/L 52J. 
See also Laureat; and Brother Peter to Brother Tom (i. A%91, and 
Ode upon Ode (i. 383), throughout 

Waskmgion, iii. 321. 

Watches fried by a whole corporation, iii. 281. 

Water-spoui, simile of one, i. 492. 

Watkyn, SIT, i. 416, 507. 

Weaiher, fair prayed for, iii. 277.— wet prayed for, iv, 285, 

Webb (Mr.), a writer on painting, 1. 141. 

WeUhman and pullet, story of, ir. 214. 

Welijie, the prince's cook, abuses the Royal Academicians for tfa^ir 
treatment of his highness at their dinnef, i. 132-3. His com|^- 
ments and hospitality to Peter, ▼. 415. Invites Peter to write hi' 
Life, 416. Apostrophe to his shade, 417-18. 

Wesley (John) and his hymns, ii. 159. 

West (Mr.), examination of some of his pictures, i. 17, 53 to 55, 74- 
5, 88, 138-9, 148 to 150, 208-9, ii. 135-6, 341, v. 352. Paiffis 
by the acre, i. 88, 148, 208 note. In what respect deservio^ 
praise, 1 39. The king's partiality for him, and similes on tluf 
subject, 515 to 518. Epitaph for him, ii. 136. His rage agaiwt 
Peter, 138 to 142. Ode on his election to the presidency of the 
Royal Academy, iii. 48. Is near being knighted, iii. 275, 279- 
80. See also i. 97, 125, 210, 534, ii. 7 note, 381, 393, 421, 534^ 
iii. 274, 278, 396, 398-9. 

Wesimeath, lady, iv. 321. 

WestmoreUnd, earl dP, ii. 340. 

Wet-nurse for young pigs, an extraordinary one, v. 416. 

W^ffttouth, iv. 386. See also Royal tour. 

Whale, image of one, v. 363. 

Wheatky (Mr.), disloyally preferred to Mr. Laurence by the Royal 
Academicians, ii. 382, 432. 
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tVhitbread (Mr), hii oratorical oxertMMW in the afiair of Mn, Clarka 

and the duke of York, v. S8B. 
WhUbreatCt brewhmae Tbited by their raajotiei, L 480 to 4()d, ii. 

259, 531. 
Whitehead (Mr.), the laureai, i. 52, 109. 
Whiting's head, lirailea of. It. 387, v. 406. 
Widow, o4e to a handsome one, iv. 164. 
Widow of Ephesut, tale of. ir. 401. 
ir(7*«:/brw, Mr. iii. 3e7, ». «fl. 
IFiJiikM. John, i. 109, 240. 
WUkie (Mr.), hia character a* a painter, v. 305. 
WiUippia written by Peler, t. 277. 
ITiV/u, Dr. ii. 124, 496, iii. 341 note. 418. 
mbouJDt. 1.185. 

Wilton (Mr.), painter, i. 515. Character of bii pictares, 27. 
»7/fon (Mr.), painter, i. 135, iii. 278. 
Willom-homtc, the king*! vtiit to, ii. 4BS. 
Wiiut, limile of a atorm of, iiL 32S. 
Windham. Mr. iii. 392, 400, 434, 488, 500 oote, ir. 360, 367, 377, 

524. T. 317, 403. 
Windtor, mother, i. 108, ii. 95, 405. iii. 63. 
H^nUr, Mlad of, t. 104. 
Witdom, her coanael to Peter, t. 290. 
Wii compared to lime'* icythe, i. 1 14. 
Wilt compared to loaditonea, ii. 462. 
Woide, Mr. ii. 2S2. 
Wolfwai lion, a tale, iii. 68. 
Woka. bear, and other beaaU, a ftble, iii. 7 1 . 
Womm, anacreontic on, iv. 102. Women rindicated from having no 

Mali, i. 523. Advice to yoong women, n. 325. 
Watderi, anivenal fondnett of, ii. 353, 
Wood, depredation* committed on that in Richmmd and Kew gar- 

deiu, iii. 292 note, 
H'oadm:^, uniileof one, i. 511. 

World, linea on, it. 100. Ode on iti miicbieb, 167, (417.) 
WorJes.\wiy, i. 179. 
Wrig/U, ni 
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Wright (Derby), character of his ptctare8» i. 89. 

Wyai (Mr.)f the architect, u 121, iii. 294. 

Wyaii (sir Thomas), ballads supposed to be written by him, v. 96-7. 

X. 

Xerxes, ir. 417. 

Y. 

Yarmouth, lord, y. 414, 429. 

YeardsUy, Mrs. ii. 299. 

York, dake of, iii. 499, y. 411, 423-4. See also Osnaburgh; and 

Clarke (Hrs.), throughout. His employments while out of office^ 

¥.397-8. 
Yorke (Mr.), chancellor, his melancholy end unpitied by the author 

of it, i. 215. 
Young, lady, i. 506. 

Young (parson) and the king, story of, ii. 31. 
Young womenf advice to> iv. 325. 

Z. 

2offani, character of his pictures, i. 36. 
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